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Preface. 


IT  is  an  instructive  fact  that  the  French  word  "traduire," 
"to  translate,"  is  derived  from  "traducere,"a  word  which 
has  as  a  secondary  meaning  "  to  ridicule"or"misrepresent," 
while  the  English  form,  "traduce,"  has  a  still  uglier  signifi- 
cation. To  translate  must  always  be  to  traduce  to  a  greater 
or  less  degree  ;  either  spirit  or  letter  must  be  more  or  less 
lost  in  the  process,  even  in  the  most  perfect  translation. 
Every  language  possesses  its  own  metaphors,  idioms,  turns  of 
expression,  and  modes  of  thought  ;  every  language  has  its 
own  constructions,  syntax,  metrical  system  ;  and  the  successful 
transference  of  a  thought  from  one  language  to  another 
depends  on  the  skill  of  the  translator  in  deciding  whether  he 
may  employ  the  same  metaphor,  metre,  or  what  not,  or  must 
cast  about  for  a  corresponding  or  similar  one  which  shall 
produce  the  same  ciFcct.  Perhaps  these  remarks  may  best  be 
illustrated  by  mentioning  a  perfect  example  of  what  a 
translation  ought  not  to  be.  Nothing  will  suit  our  purpose 
better  than  Milton's  famous  "traduction"  of  Horace's  Ode  to 
Pyrrha.  Here  we  have  a  metre  uncongenial  to  I'^nglish  ears, 
an  absence  of  rhyme,  without    which    no    lyrical    effect    is 
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producible  to  us,  a  literal  rendering,  and  a  close  adherence  to 
the  Latin  order  of  sentence,  which  our  want  of  inflection 
makes  ambiguous  and  absurd  and  which  is  entirely  alien  from 
our  "structureless  comminution."  It  is  perfectly  bewildering 
to  realise  that  this  has  been  handed  down  to  us  as  a  model 
of  translation.  However,  it  serves  a  purpose.  We  may  learn 
from  it  that  "the  letter  killeth,"  though  this  may  not  ensure 
our  preserving  "the  spirit  that  maketh  alive."  In  fact,  the 
number  of  successes  in  translation  is  sadly  out  of  proportion 
to  the  total  attempts,  for  such  a  success  depends  on  a 
combination  of  mental  qualities  which  is  exceedingly  rare. 
For  one,  however,  evXa/Sovfjueva  Trecrelv,  who  is  content  to 
set  up  a  humbler  standard,  the  task  is  full  of  pleasure  and  profit 
to  himself,  and  need  not  be  absolutely  devoid  of  either  to  his 
readers.  We  may  see  how  even  Milton's  effort  can  afford  us 
both — pleasure  because  we  can  criticise,  and  profit  because 
we  can  avoid. 

The  translator's  main  difficulty,  especially  when  he  is 
dealing  with  Latin  or  Greek  verse,  lies  in  the  fact  that  he  has 
to  steer  his  course  between  the  Scylla  of  pedantic  accuracy 
and  the  Charybdis  of  unscholarly  freedom.  Both  extremes 
are  to  be  deprecated,  but,  for  the  purposes  of  the  present 
work,  I  have  deliberately  inclined  towards  the  latter,  to  the 
extent,  that  is,  of  ignoring  minute  critical  points,  not,  I  trust, 
of  actually  contravening  the  great  canons  of  classical  literature. 
The  translator  must  pour  old  wine  into  new  bottles  ;  some- 
thing must  be  lost  in  the  process  of  decanting,  and  it  is  worth 
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spilling  a  little  of  the  fluid  if  the  sparkling  freshness  of  the 
remainder  be  preserved  from  evaporation. 

These  translations  have  been  made  from  time  to  time 
during  the  last  ten  years  for  the  use  of  my  more  advanced 
pupils,  and  I  have  found  them  of  very  great  assistance  in 
producing  that  effect  of  life  and  reality  which  is  often  so  "sadly 
to  seek"  in  the  translation  of  the  schoolboy  or  undergraduate. 
I  have  obser\'ed  on  many  occasions  that  a  free  verse  translation 
has  been  far  more  serviceable  in  helping  a  form  or  an 
individual  to  catch  the  inner  meaning  of  a  classic  poet,  than 
the  most  accurate  word-for-word  version  ;  though  the  latter, 
of  course,  has  its  very  useful  and  proper  place,  which  it  is  in 
no  danger  of  losing  in  these  days  of  revision  and  re-revision 
of  texts,  collating  and  estimating  manuscripts,  and  revolution- 
ising our  established  notions  in  ancient  history,  literature, 
and  art  by  a  stroke  of  the  spade. 

Browning's  grammarian  worthily  employed  his  last 
moments  in  "properly  basing  oui/,"  but  he  would  have  been 
the  last  to  assert  that  we  were  ever  meant  to  let  "God's  gift 
hang  on  grammar,"  and  the  first  to  acknowledge  that  such 
pedestrian  scholarship  is  but  the  foundation  of  the  great 
edifice  of  true  classical  taste.  It  is  sometimes  higher  to 
sympathise  than  to  analyse. 

The  cultivation  of  the  boy,  then,  was  my  primary 
object  in  this  work,  but  I  trust  this  confession  will  not 
alienate  the  sympathies  of  older  readers,  of  whom  there  must 
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he  many  who  can  appreciate  Sophocles  without  being  able  to 
repeat  the  paradigms  of  Xvo),  and  who  can  enjoy  hearing 
even  the  faintest  and  most  distorted  echo  from  the  summit 
of  Parnassus.  To  some  again  the  classics  are  but  a  dim  bug- 
bear of  the  past,  and  the  only  line  that  has  made  any  lasting 
impression  on  them  is  "Timeo  Danaos  et  dona  ferentes." 
It  will  be  no  slight  reward  if  only  one  member  of  this 
numerous  class  be  converted,  and  brought  to  feel  that  the 
Greeks  need  not  always  be  feared,  and  that  their  gifts  are 
sometimes  harmless  and  even  pregnant  with  truth  and  beauty. 

Edinburgh. 

January  1895. 


Preface  to  New  Edition. 


SINCE  the  first  edition  was  published  I  have  rewritten  a 
great  number  of  these  pieces,  altered  a  few,  and  ruthlessly 
suppressed  a  good  many  of  my  feebler  attempts  on 
Horace  which  appeared  to  me  to  be  beyond  any  improve- 
ment. I  have  also  added  some  odes  of  Horace,  several 
choruses  of  Sophocles,  and  a  few  more  selections  from 
Lucretius  and  Catullus. 

This  period  of  twenty  years,  elapsed  since  the  first 
edition,  has  materially  altered  my  views  on  translation, 
forcing  me  to  apply  a  severer  standard  to  my  own  work  and 
that  of  others.  A  long  course  of  reviewing  translations  of 
the  classics,  including  the  creations  of  Prof  Gilbert  Murray, 
has  alternately  stimulated  and  discouraged  further  effort  on 
my  part.  Indeed  I  fancy  few  would  attempt  to  translate  a 
Greek  play  after  reading  one  of  I'rof.  Murray's  ;  but  perhaps, 
if  we  fear  to  "hitch  our  waggon  to  a  star,"  wc  may  encourage 
ourselves  with  the  reflection  that  "one  star  diffcrcth  from 
another  star  in  glory." 
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The"Hawarden  Horace,"  in  another  vein,  has  made 
some  of  us  feel  "muscle-bound  "  in  verbal  gymnastics,  and 
urged  us  on  to  seek  a  greater  freedom. 

I  should  like  to  thank  those  reviewers  who  gave  attention 
to  my  little  book  when  it  first  came  out,  and  to  pay  a 
special  tribute  to  the  memory  of  the  late  Mr.  Montague 
Baldwin,  who,  in  "The  Educational  Review,"  gave  m.e  a 
notice  full  of  wise  suggestions  and  kindly  criticism  ;  I  am 
glad  to  say  I  have  been  able  to  make  almost  all  the  changes 
which  he  suggested. 

Stroud  Croft,  Eynsham. 

May  1 9 1 5 . 
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Translations  from  Classic  Authors. 


SOPHOCLES:    Oedipus  Tyrannus^  15 1-2 15. 

Sweet  voice  oracular  of  Heaven  ! 

Is  it  with  boon  or  bane 
To  glorious  Thebes  thou  hast  been  given 

From  Delphi's  golden  fane  ? 

My  heart  is  racked  and  tossed  with  fear, 

Paean  Apollo,  hail  ! 
I  wait  on  thee  in  awe,  to  hear 

What  issue  will  prevail. 

What  wilt  thou  bring  on  us,  or  now, 

Or  with  the  circling  hours  ? 
Daughter  of  golden  Hope,  say  thou. 

Fame  of  immortal  powers  ! 

Undying  child  of  Zeus  !   for  aid 

First  upon  thee  1  cry 
Athene,  and  thy  sister-maid 

Artemis,  who  on  high 
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On  stately  throne  of  rampired  ring 
Seated  dost  guard  our  Town, 

And  thou,  oh  !  Phoebus,  Archer  King, 
Ye  guardian  Powers,  come  down  ! 

If  e'er  before,  oh  !   mighty  Three  ! 

When  Fate  o'erhung  our  land. 
Ye  quenched  our  burning  misery, 

So  be  ye  now  at  hand. 

Oh  Gods  !   I  suffer  countless  woes  ; 

My  mind's  array  is  caught 
In  ambush,  nor  to  front  my  foes 

Can  turn  a  sword  of  thought. 

No  produce  from  our  famous  soil  ! 

Fruitless  the  shrieking  pain 
Of  women,  who  from  childbirth  toil 

Never  rise  up  again. 

Soul  after  soul  in  headlong  flight, 
Like  birds  that  never  tire. 

Sweeps  onward  to  the  land  of  night 
Swifter  than  ravening  fire. 

They  die  in  numbers  numberless  ; 

Our  children,  breeding  death 
Are  strewn  in  fashion  pitiless, 

Unmourned  by  human  breath. 
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Upon  the  altar-strand  dispread 

Prostrate  in  suppliant  guise, 
Wives,  mothers  with  the  hoary  head. 

Lament  with  tears  and  cries. 

The  paean  flashes  thro'  the  gloom 

Of  groans,  in  harmony. 
Golden  Athene,  stay  our  doom, 

Smile  on  our  misery. 

Grant  thou  that  Ares,  God  of  death. 

Unarmed  of  brazen  arms. 
Who  scorches  me  with  fiery  breath. 

Arousing  war's  alarms. 

May  leave  our  land  with  backward  tread. 

Wafted  by  thy  behest 
To  Amphitritc's  bridal  bed. 

The  ocean  of  the  West, 

Or  to  the  roadsteads  perilous 

Of  the  wild  Thracian  main  ; 
For  what  the  night  has  spared  to  us 

The  day  attacks  again. 

That  Arcs,  mighty  Zeus  our  Sire  ! 

Crush  with  thy  fiery  levin. 
Thou  who  dost  sway  to  thy  desire 

The  thunder-bolts  in  Heaven. 
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Phoebus  the  Wolf-king  !      Fain  were  I 

Thine  archery  to  behold  ; 
Oh  !  that  thy  dauntless  shafts  might  fly 

From  cord  of  twining  gold, 

An  aid  appointed  for  our  plight  ; 

Come  too  in  pride  of  power, 
Artemis,  who  with  torches  bright 

The  Lykian  hills  dost  scour. 

Thee  too  I  call,  named  from  this  land, 
Oh  !  ruddy  Bacchus  !  crowned 

With  golden  mitre's  sacred  band, 
To  whom  our  cries  resound, 

Come  with  thy  blazing  torches,  come, 

Leader  of  Maenad  horde  ! 
Rout  him  and  drive  him  from  our  home- 

The  God,  of  Gods  abhorred. 


SOPHOCLES  :    Oedipus  Tyrannus^  463-511. 

Who  is  it  by  whose  bloody  hands 
Unutterable  deeds  are  wrought  ? 
Who  is  the  man  who  must  be  souo;ht  ? 

So  Phoebus  trom  rock-shrine  commands. 

Full  time  for  him  to  guide  in  flight 

Swifter  than  steeds  that  match  the  wind 
His  guilty  footsteps,  for  behind 

In  panoply  of  fiery  might 

The  son  of  Zeus  with  lightning's  play, 
Leaps  upon  him  in  deadly  chase  ; 
His  hounds,  the  Fates,  in  eager  race 

Unerringly  pursue  their  prey. 

A  clear  oracular  Voice  lias  pealed 
Forth  from  Parnassus'  snowy  hill. 
Commanding  to  pursue  and  kill 

The  man  whose  name  is  unrevealed. 

Like  outcast  bull,  thro'  forests  grim, 
By  rock  and  cave,  with  lonely  tread, 
He  roams  in  solitude  and  dread  ; 

Drear  isolation  prisons  him. 
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Still  to  thrust  from  him  must  he  strive 
The  oracles  that  have  their  birth 
In  Delphi,  Navel  of  the  Earth  ; 

They  swarm  about  him,  strong,  alive. 

Aye,  direfully,  most  direfully 
This  sage's  wisdom  can  torment. 
What  use  denial  or  assent  ? 

Present  nor  past  is  clear  to  me. 

I  soar  on  wings  of  hope  ;  but  why 
The  son  of  Polybus  is  foe 
To  sons  of  Labdakus,  I  know 

No  answer,  nor  a  clue  is  niffh 

Whereby  we  might  with  stringent  test 
Attack  the  fame  of  Oedipus, 
And  aid  the  race  of  Labdakus 

By  taint  of  secret  death  opprest. 

Zeus  and  Apollo  surely  ken 

The  human  heart  with  wisdom  clear. 
But  how  should  he,  this  mortal  seer, 

Surpass  in  wit  us  mortal  men  ? 

One  man  in  insight  may  outstrip 
Another,  but,  until  1  see 
A  straight-told  tale  laid  bare  to  me, 

I  join  no  slanderous  fellowship. 
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The  winged  Maid,  'tis  known  to  fame, 
Beset  him  once,  and  well  he  proved 
His  wisdom  to  the  land  he  loved  ; 

No  words  of  mine  shall  soil  his  name. 


SOPHOCLES  :    Oedipus  Tyrannus^  863-910. 

God  !   May  it  ever  be  my  happy  fate 
To  cherish,  hallowed  and  inviolate, 

My  purity  in  every  word  and  deed, 
Whose  mighty  Laws  on  high  are  throned  in  state. 

Olympus  is  their  sire.     They  came  to  birth 
In  Heaven's  pellucid  air,  no  breed  of  Earth, 

They  shall  not  know  Lethe's  oblivion, 
From  God's  unageing  life  they  win  their  worth. 

Pride,  wanton  Pride,  begetteth  Tyranny  ; 
Pride,  vainly  surfeited  with  luxury 

Unseemly  and  untimely,  soareth  still 
To  topmost  heights,  whence  iron  Destiny 

Hurleth  her  clinging  feet  adown  the  steep  ; 
But  I  will  ever  pray  that  God  may  keep 

My  life  secure,  nor  end  the  rivalry 
That  bringeth  harvest  for  our  land  to  reap. 

But  whoso  beareth  him  in  word  or  thought 
Scornfully,  to  whom  Justice  is  as  nought. 

Who  boweth  not  in  the  temples  of  the  Gods, 
May  doom  accursed  upon  his  life  be  wrought, 
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Guerdon  of  ill-starred  pride  ;  or  if  he  gain 
His  gains  unjustly,  or  if  in  rashness  vain 

He  handle  wickedness,  or  violate 
The  Sacred  Mysteries  with  touch  profane, 

Not  long  shall  he  triumphantly  defy 
The  lightning  of  the  Gods  who  rule  on  high. 
Nay,  for  if  Heaven  smile  upon  such  deeds, 
What  use  for  us  in  sacred  dance  to  vie  ? 

No  more  in  worship  will  I  wend  my  ways 
To  the  Earth's  Navel,  'mid  the  sacred  bays  ; 

No  more  to  Abae  or  Olympia  ; 
No  hymns  to  Zeus  nor  Phoebus  will  I  raise, 

Unless  these  oracles  shall  harmonise 
And  plainly  be  fulfilled  to  all  men's  eyes. 
Zeus,  if  thou  art  our  very  Zeus,  forbid 
This  shame  to  escape  thine  ageless  power  all-wise. 

For  lo  !   the  dooms  to  Laius  once  given 

Are  cancelled  and  outworn  ;   men  jest  at  Heaven  ; 

Phoebus  no  more  can  win  his  worship  due  ; 
All  holy  thoughts  from  all  the  world  are  driven. 


SOPHOCLES:    Oedipus  Tyrannus^  1086- 1 109. 

Surely,  if  I  can  augur,  if  I  can  judge  aright. 

Thou  shalt  be  ware,  Kithaeron,  thro'  this  moon- 
flooded  night, 

How  that,  in  thy  high  honour,  duly  we  dance  and 
sing  ; 

Thou  wast  his  nurse  and  mother,  fostering  once 
our  King. 

Faithful  thy  service  rendered  then  to  the  royal 
line  ! 

God  of  our  hymns,  Apollo,  smile  on  our  choir, 
benign. 

Was  it  a  Nymph  unageing  bare  thee  to  Pan,  my 


son. 


Pan  who  doth  haunt  the  mountains  ^  or  had  Apollo 

won 
Mortal  embrace  of  maiden  ^  loveth  he  woodland 

ways  ; 
Or  was  Kyllene's  master,  Hermes,  thy  fount  of 

days  } 
Bacchus,   who    roameth    hilltops,   haply   received 

thee,  child. 
Foundling   of  Nymph    Parnassian,    once    for   his 

sport  beguiled. 


SOPHOCLES  :    Oedipus  Coloneus^  668-719. 

To  the  fairest  meads  of  this  land  of  steeds 

Thou  hast  come,  thou  stranger  guest, 
To  Colonus  bright  with  its  cliffs  of  white, 

In  pale-green  foliage  drest  ; 
Here  the  nightingale  fills  all  the  vale, 

As  she  pours  her  clear-voiced  lay- 
Thro'  the  glade  untrod  of  the  mystic  God, 

Where  wind  nor  the  sun's  bright  ray 
Can  pierce  the  shade  that  the  boughs  have  made, 

And  the  ivy's  tendrils  stray. 
Here  in  careless  sport  ever  holds  his  court 

The  God  of  the  jocund  vine. 
And  the  wood-nymphs  sweet  guide  his  infint  feet, 

A  company  divine. 
Here  narcissus  fiir  with  clusters  rare 

Blooms  ever  'neath  dews  of  the  sky, 
By  old  renown  the  dread  Sisters'  crown. 

And  the  crocus'  golden  eye. 
Here,  from  the  hills  stray  the  sleepless  rills 

That  Cephisus'  fountains  feed. 
And  ever  the  powers  of  the  pure  rain-showers 

Quicken  the  fertile  me;)d  ; 
And  the  Muses'  feet  in  rhythmic  beat 

Tread  blithely  the  favoured  green, 
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And  here  will  rove  the  Goddess  of  Love 

With  her  golden  car,  the  Queen. 
Here  a  marvel  grows  that  no  alien  knows, 

Self-sown,  without  human  toil  ; 
Not  Pelops'  home  'mid  the  Dorian  foam. 

Nor  Asia's  wondrous  soil  ; 
The  foeman's  spear  falls  before  it  in  fear. 

It  nurtures  our  sons  from  birth, 
'Tis  the  grey-green  shoot  of  the  olive's  root, 

And  this  is  its  native  earth  ! 
No  chieftain  bold,  or  young  or  old. 

May  spoil  us  of  its  shade. 
For  Zeus  its  guard  keeps  it  ever  in  ward. 

And  Pallas,  bright-eyed  maid. 
Here — mightiest  boast  and  valued  most — 

A  gift  from  the  fostering  hand 
Of  the  great  Sea-king,  is  mine  to  sing, 

'Tis  the  pride  of  our  own  dear  land  ; 
In  her  steeds  and  her  sea  she  shall  peerless  be, 

As,  Poseidon,  thou  gav'st  command  : 
For  first  in  our  town  thou  didst  bow  down 

And  bridle  the  fiery  horse. 
And  our  swift  oars  sweep  the  salt  sea-deep 

For  thee,  by  the  wondrous  force 
Of  cunning  hands,  and  the  Nereid  bands 

Are  the  pilots  of  our  course. 


SOPHOCLES:    Oedipus  Coloneus,  1211-1248. 

Whoso,  surpassing  reason, 
Prays  for  life's  longer  span, 

Reaps  his  reward  in  season, 
Heedless  and  foolish  man  ! 

Waning  our  store  of  pleasure 
Still  with  our  waxing  years. 

Seek  you  long  life  for  treasure  ? 
Lo  !   its  fruition,  tears  ! 

There  at  the  goal  is  waiting, 
Saviour,  impartial  friend, 

Music  and  dance  abhorring, 

Death — who  shall  make  an  end. 

Brightest  of  boons  from  Heaven 
Never  to  come  to  birth  ; 

Speed,  if  that  be  not  given. 
Back  to  your  Mother  Earth. 

Soon  as  youth's  frolic  gladness 
Passes,  who  keeps  his  feet 

Free  from  the  snares  of  sorrow  r 
Is  not  woe's  tale  complete  .'' 
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Envy  and  emulation, 

Murder  and  lust  and  hate, 

Lastly,  dire  consummation 
Wherein  all  evils  mate, 

Feeble  and  sad  and  weary, 
Lovers  and  friends  forgot. 

Close  of  the  record  dreary — 
This  is  the  old  man's  lot  ! 

Not  mine  alone  such  anguish  ; 

See  !   this  unhappy  wight  ; 
E'en  as  the  storm-wind's  madness 

Batters  with  rude  despite 

Rock  that  still  fronts  the  surges  ; 

Billows  of  cruel  Doom 
Lash  him,  undying  scourges. 

Chasing;  him  to  the  tomb  : 

Some  from  the  Sun-God's  setting. 
Some  from  his  rising  bright. 

Some  from  his  Southern  splendour, 
Some  from  the  Boreal  night. 


SOPHOCLES:    Oedipus  Coloneus^  1556-1578. 

If  I  may  turn  to  thee  in  prayer, 

Mysterious  Queen  below, 
Or  thee,  stern  Pluto,  who  dost  share 

Her  gloomy  realms  of  woe. 

Grant  to  our  guest  a  peaceful  road, 

Immune  from  ills,  to  trace 
Down  to  your  Stygian  abode. 

Whose  bounds  enfold  the  race. 

Many  and  undeserved  and  sore 

His  sufferings  have  been  ; 
May  just  Fate  bless  him,  I  implore. 

With  painless  end  serene. 

Ye  Nether  Qj_iecns  !   Thou  monster  grim, 

Unconquercd  Cerberus, 
Who  guardcst  ceaselessly  the  dim 

Regions  of  Tartarus, 

With  savage  snarlings  from  thy  den 

Thou  holdcst  Hades'  gate. 
And  none,  so  runs  the  tale  ot  men. 

Thy  fury  may  abate. 
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Thou,  child  of  Earth  and  nether  Night, 
Death,  who  hast  sleep  tor  all  ! 

Harbour  ye  all  this  weary  wight 
Who  speedeth  to  your  hall. 


SOPHOCLES  :    Antigone^  100-154. 

Lo  !  at  last  thou  beam  of  Heaven,  fairest  sunrise 

we  have  known, 
Thou    hast    come    to    seven-gated    Thebes,  with 

victory  thine  own  ; 
Eye  of  golden  day  !   before  thee  rising  over  Dirke's 

bed, 
The    white-shielded   Argive   legions  turned  with 

loosened  rein,  and  fled  ; 
They    who,    stirred    by    bitter    chidings     of    the 

fratricidal  pair, 
As    the    white-plumed    eagle    shrilly    screaming 

swoops  from  heights  ot  air. 
With  their  crests  of  horse-hair  waving  from  their 

helms,  o'erweening  band. 
Swooped   in    panoply  of  armour  fiercely  on  our 

lovely  land. 
Long  they  poised  around  our  turrets,  thirsty  lances 

in  a  ring. 
Gaping     to    devour     the     City,    like    the     eagle 

hovering. 
Then  they  passed,  ere  they  had  sated  their  grim 

maw  with  Theban  blood. 
Ere   our   crown    of   towers   was   ravaged   by   the 

torches'  fiery  flood. 
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In  their  rear  uprose  the  clamour  of  the  War-God, 

and  they  fled, 
And    the   Eagle   drooped    his    pinions   when    the 

Drap;on  raised  his  head. 
Zeus,  who  loathes  the  vain  tongue-valiant,  when 

he  saw  them  scale  the  wall 
In  full  roar  of  golden  harness,  Kapaneus  foremost 

of  them  all, 
Smote  with  fiery  bolt  the  madman,  as  he  waved 

the  blazing  brand 
Breathing  menaces  and  curses  from  the  ramparts' 

topmost  stand  ; 
Down  he  plunged  to  earth,  death-weighted,  down, 

with 'Victory'  on  his  lips. 
From  the  ground  his  fall  re-echoed,  and  his  spirit 

found  eclipse. 
This  way  swayed  the  fight,  and  that  way,  and  great 

Ares,  Lord  of  War, 
Smote  and  slew  and  plunged  and  scattered,  like 

the  trace-horse  of  the  car. 
Seven  chiefs  at  seven  portals  pressed  the  siege  in 

equal  fight, 
Left  their  panoplies  as  trophies  to  our  Zeus  who 

turns  the  flight. 
But  those  brothers,  cursed  of  Heaven,  lance  in 

rest  charged  home  and  slew. 
And    the   death    they  dealt   each   other  was  pre- 
destined as  their  due. 
Now,  my  friends,  since  glorious  Victory,  Goddess 

of  full  many  a  name. 


SOPHOCLES  31 

Comes  rejoicing  in  our  gladness,  comes  to  Thebes 
of  war-like  tame, 

Let  oblivion  veil  our  bloodshed,  let  us  throng  to 
every  shrine  ; 

Bacchus,  Lord  who  swayest  our  City,  on  our  night- 
long orgies  shine. 


SOPHOCLES  :    Antigone^  332-375- 

Marvel  above  all  marvels, 

Man  holds  the  foremost  place, 
Man  thro'  the  blasts  of  winter 

Skims  o'er  the  waters'  face. 
Round  him  grey  billows  welter  ; 

Nought  can  resist  his  force. 
Mark  how  his  wheeling  plough-shares 

Sped  by  the  conquered  horse 
Furrow  the  boon  Earth's  bosom 

Cruelly,  spring  by  spring. 
Earth  of  all  Gods  supremest. 

Ageless,  unwearying. 
Snares  he  in  clinging  meshes 

Denizens  of  the  sea, 
Monsters  that  roam  the  mountain, 

Birds  in  their  foolish  glee. 
Subtle  is  he  and  skilful, 

Tames  to  the  yoke  and  rein 
Lustiest  bull  o'  the  hillside. 

Steed  with  the  shaggy  mane. 
Temper  of  city-dwellers 

He  to  himself  has  taught. 
Language  and  all  unbridled 

Forces  of  wind-swift  thought. 
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He  has  devised  him  shelters. 


'3 


'Scaping  the  rainy  shaft, 
'Scaping  the  frost  unkindly  ; 

All  things  are  met  by  craft. 
Death  alone  mocks  his  wisdom, 

Death  bids  his  scheming  cease  ; 
Yet  trom  diseases  baffling 

Ott  he  contrives  release. 
Ever  beyond  Hope's  limit 

Pushinor  his  magic  skill. 
Now  will  he  turn  to  virtue, 

Now  will  he  turn  to  ill. 
Banished  trom  civic  honour 

Hastens  he  to  abuse 
Justice  enshrined  in  Heaven, 

Laws  that  his  fellows  use. 
Sin  is  his  close  companion, 

Feeding  his  wanton  pride  ; 
Such  may  not  share  my  counsels, 

Nor  'ncath  my  roof-tree  bide. 


SOPHOCLES  :    Antigone,  582-625. 

Thrice  happy  are  those  o'er  whose  being 

No  cloud  of  affliction  may  lour, 
For  once  if  the  dwellin":  be  shaken 

By  Heaven,  the  curse  in  its  power 

Shall  cling  to  the  house,  never-failing, 
Shall  endure  to  the  close  of  the  race  ; 

As  wave  after  wave  driven  onward 
By  ravening  storm-winds  of  Thrace 

Irresistibly  over  the  darkness 

Of  ocean's  abysses  will  sweep. 
And  spew  up  dense  sand  that  is  lifted 

By  stress  of  the  storm  from  the  deep, 
And  the  crags  echo  loud  to  the  smiting, 

Affronting  the  billows  that  leap. 

From  of  old  is  the  destiny  written 

Of  Labdakus'  ill-fated  line 
That  the  crimes  of  the  dead  and  forgotten 

Round  the  fresh-risen  offspring  shall  twine. 


SOPHOCLES  35 

They  may  struggle,  each  new  generation, 

That  their  sons  from  the  curse  may  have  peace  ; 

Some  God  ever  hurleth  them  downward, 
Nor  ever  their  torment  shall  cease. 


But  now,  the  last  scion  in  honour 
Had  lifted  its  glorious  head, 

And  lo  !   the  red  axe  of  the  Great  Ones 
Hath  lopt  it,  who  rule  o'er  the  dead  ; 

By  furies,  who  madden  the  bosom. 
Vain  mortals  to  frenzy  are  sped. 


No  human  transgressor  can  minish 

Thine  empire,  great  Zeus,  by  his  crime  ; 

That  will  bow  not  to  Sleep  the  ensnarer. 
Nor  to  God-given  undying  Time  ; 

But  ever  unageing  thou  rulest 
O'er  dazzling  Olympus  sublime. 

As  of  old,  so  for  ever  eternal 

Thy  law  is  predominant  still. 
No  fate  may  leap  over  the  limit. 

All  bow  to  the  Demon  of  ill. 


While  Hope  with  her  myriad  faces 

Some  sufferers   from   woe   may   redeem, 

And  others  beguile  with  the  visions 
That  tantasv  breeds  in  a  dream. 
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The  doom  that  awaiteth  transgression 

Is  on  us,  when  least  we  think, 
And  the  ashes  crumble  beneath  us 

As  we  plunge  o'er  the  crater's  brink. 

Full  wisely  a  notable  warning 

Was  voiced  by  a  singer  of  old. 
That  God,  if  he  hound  one  to  ruin, 

Hath  ordained  that  a  blindness  should  hold 


His  eyes,  that  the  deadliest  evil 
The  highest  of  good  may  appear  ; 

And  brief  is  his  hour  of  delusion  ; 
The  Fates  that  pursue  him  are  near. 


SOPHOCLES:    Antigone,  -^i-^oo. 

Oh  !   Love,  thou  lord  of  resistless  might, 
Who  swift  on  thy  vassals  leapest, 

Oh  !   Love,  who  in  vigilant  watch  by  night 
On  a  maiden's  soft  cheek  sleepest  ; 

'Mid  caverns  wild  and  by  far  sea-roads 
Thou  huntest,  and  none  outrace  thee, 

Nor  the  sons  of  a  day,  nor  the  deathless  Gods  ; 
They  madden  whoe'er  embrace  thee. 

In  paths  of  guile  thou  drivest  astray 

The  guileless  to  their  undoing  ; 
Thou,  thou  hast  wakened  this  deadly  fray 

Which  kin  against  kin  arc  pursuing. 

Bright  amorous  eyes  of  a  radiant  bride 
O'ermaster  the  dooms  of  the  mighty, 

And  mocking  she  sits  by  the  rulers'  side 
Resistless  divine  Aphrodite  ! 


SOPHOCLES  :    Antigone^  1 1 1 5-1 1 54. 

Oh  !   thou  king  of  many  titles, 

Darling  child  of  Theban  Semele, 
Oh  !   thou  son  of  Zeus  the  Thunderer, 

Warden  thou  of  storied  Italy, 

Thou  who  with  Demeter  rulest 

O'er  the  vales  where  pilgrims  throng  the  shrine 
Of  Eleusis,  thou  who  hauntest 

Thebes  thy  birthplace,  ancient  home  of  thine 
Circled  by  Ismenus'  waters. 

Master  thou  of  the  fierce  Dragon's  line. 

Thee  twin-peaked  Parnassus  seeth 

'Mid  the  flare  and  smoke  of  pine-wood  brand  ; 
Thee  Castalia's  fount  beholdeth 

With  thy  train  of  Nymphs,  a  Maenad  band  ; 

From  Euboea's  hills  thou  speedest 
Leaving  Nysa's  slopes  with  ivy  dight, 

Where  the  vineyards  droop  with  fruitage. 
At  thy  coming,  oh  !   most  gladsome  sight. 

Peal  immortal  hymns  of  welcome  ; 

Thou  wilt  guide  our  Theban  land  aright. 
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Long  hath  Thebes  received  high  honour 
Over  other  cities,  Lord,  from  thee. 

And  thy  mother,  who  was  smitten 
By  the  levin  of  the  Deity. 

Now  our  common-weal  is  harassed 

By  a  plague  most  dire,  deep  to  the  heart. 

Come  thou  down  once  more  in  mercy 
With  the  Healer's  purifying  art, 

From  Parnassus  or  the  sounding 

Straits  that  keep  thy  chosen  realms  apart. 

Thou  who  leadest  the  high  revels 

Of  the  Stars  whose  breath  is  fiery-bright. 

Who  inspirest  the  mysterious 

Chorus  of  the  Voices  of  the  Niijht, 


Shed  thy  splendour  on  us,  Zeus-born, 

With  thy  frenzied  nymphs  in  mystic  trance, 

Who  adore  their  Priest  lacchus 

With  their  song  divine  and  night-long  dance. 


LUCRETIUS,  I.   1-2 1. 

Venus,  all-mother  !  source  of  that  stock  of  Troy 
That  built  our  Rome  ;  of  sky  and  earth  the  joy  ! 
Beneath  the  stars  that  wheel  across  the  heaven. 
Being  and  beauty  by  thy  grace  are  given 
To  sea  sail-studded,  and  to  teeming  earth  ; 
All  things  that  are  from  thee  derive  their  birth 
And  life  within  the  sunlight.     Lo  !   before  thee 
The  winds  are  routed,  and  the  clouds  adore  thee. 
Flowers  spring  to  meet  thee  from  the  breast  of  earth. 
That  wondrous  workshop,  and  the  billows'  mirth 
Is  all  for  thee  ;  the  welkin  smiles  serene. 
And  dazzles  far  and  wide  to  greet  our  Queen. 
Soon  as  the  glory  ot  the  vernal  day 
Beams  torth,  and  vital  airs  resume  their  sway. 
Then  flying  fowl  confess  thy  power  supreme. 
Swayed  by  thy  spirit  ;  thro'  the  arrowy  stream 
Press  frenzied  herds,  or  trisk  in  gladsome  meads. 
All  Nature  follows  where  thy  godhead  leads. 
Thy  witching  wiles  entice  their  eager  feet 
O'er  mountains,  oceans,  and  thro'  torrents  fleet. 
By  leafy  haunts  of  birds,  and  meadows  green. 
Lured  by  the  glamour  of  the  almighty  Queen, 
Who,  stirring  in  their  hearts  love's  joyous  strife, 
Impels  them  to  transmit  the  gift  of  life. 


LUCRETIUS,  Bk.  i.  81-102. 

Herein  I  fear  me,  lest  you  haply  deem 

The  truths  of  science  but  a  godless  dream, 

And,  fearful,  shrink  to  tread  the  impious  way  ; 

'Tis  priestcraft  breeds  evil  and  crime  alway. 

Think  how  the  flower  of  Argive  chivalry, 

Princes  of  Hellas  in  the  days  gone  by 

Defiled  the  altar  of  the  Crossway  Queen, 

Dian  the  maid,  in  Aulis'  valley  green. 

With  blood  of  maid  ;  think  how  the  victim's  crown 

From  sunny  locks  o'er  tearful  cheeks  fell  down. 

She  saw  her  sire,  while  priests  essayed  to  hide 

The  knife  in  pity,  to  the  altar  stride. 

Then  wept  the  host  upon  the  woeful  sight. 

To  earth  she  bowed  the  knee  in  dumb  affright. 

First  daughter  she  of  Agamemnon  high — 

Nought  it  availeth,  now  her  hour  is  nigh. 

See  !   shoulder  high  they  bear  her  trembling  frame 

Towards  the  altar,  to  a  death  of  shame. 

Thus  bear  they  maids  in   Hymen's  joys  to  share. 

With  due  observance  and  with  ritual  prayer. 

But  she,  pure  virgin  in  her  girlish  bloom 

By  her  sire's  hand  must  fall,  ah  !   piteous  doom, 

To  gain  for  storm-bound  fleet  a  voyage  tree. 

Priest-craft  for  every  ill  hath  found  a  plea. 


LUCRETIUS,  II.   1-13. 

When  on  the  mighty  deep  the  storm-winds  roar 
And  hurl  huge  rollers  foaming  to  the  shore, 
'Tis  sweet  to  watch  in  safety  from  the  height 
Sailors  and  ocean  matched  in  desperate  fight. 
Not  that  the  sight  of  others'  woe  is  bliss  ; 
The  pleasure  lies  in  viewing  ills  you  miss. 
Sweet  too,  if  danger  from  yourself  be  far. 
To  scan  the  giant  pageantry  of  war. 
Most  sweet  are  learning's  heights  serene  to  hold 
Founded  and  fortressed  by  the  wise  of  old. 
Thence  gazing  down  you  see  the  multitude 
jostling  and  groping  in  confusion  rude. 
Seeking  the  way  of  Life  with  might  and  main, 
In  eager  rivalry  of  birth  and  brain. 
Straining  their  utmost,  toiling  day  and  night 
To  rule  the  world,  ambition's  topmost  height. 


LUCRETIUS,  II.  r-yyi^- 

When  armies  throng  the  champaign,  and  display 
The  pomp  of  war  in  battle's  stern  array, 
Then  flash  their  panoplies,  and  points  of  steel 
Spangle  the  plain  ;  the  tramp  of  armed  heel 
Rings  on  the  soil  ;  the  hills  that  circle  round 
Echo  to  heaven  as  they  catch  the  sound. 
In  furious  charge  fierce  horsemen  urge  the  steed 
Hither  and  thither  o'er  the  quivering  mead. 
Yet  all  this  medley,  from  the  mountains'  height, 
Seems  motionless,  a  speck  of  flickering  light. 


LUCRETIUS,  III.  842-854. 

So  Death  is  nought  to  us,  dust  in  the  scale. 
For  Life  is  finite.     Let  the  Truth  prevail. 
And  as,  long,  long  ago  we  felt  no  harm 
When  Rome  and  Carthage  clashed  in  war's  alarm, 
When  'neath  the  cope  of  Heaven  the  tumult  rose, 
When  universal  horror  slew  repose. 
And  in  the  balance  hung,  by  sea  and  land. 
At  hazard  of  the  sword,  the  world's  command. 
So  too,  when  we  are  not  ;  when  the  divorce 
Comes,  and  the  whole,  compact  of  fleshly  force 
And  spirit,  is  shattered,  nought  can  touch  us  more  ; 
We  shall  not  be  ;  our  life  of  sense  is  o'er. 
Thro'  sky,  earth,  ocean  clash  in  harsh  uproar. 


LUCRETIUS,  III.  907-916. 

No  more,  no  more  thy  house  shall  laugh  to  greet 
Thee  ;  no  true  wife  nor  darling  children  fleet 
To  snatch  thy  kisses,  joys  serene  and  sweet. 
No  more  shalt  wax  in  high  prosperity 
A  tower  of  strength  for  all  who  cling  to  thee. 
"Poor  piteous  fool  !   in  piteous  wise  one  day" 
So  murmur  men  "from  thee  hath  snatched  away, 
All  at  a  blow,  life's  blessings  for  a  prey." 
But  this  they  add  not,  "when  the  clay  is  cold, 
Therein  no  more  love  of  such  toys  hath  hold." 


LUCRETIUS,  III.  944-964. 

Lastly,  should  nature  find  a  sudden  voice 
And  chide  the  railer,  "why  this  idle  noise 
Of  tears  o'er  bitter  ?  why  dost  sob  and  weep 
At  coming  death  ?     It  hath  been  thine  to  reap 
Large  joy  of  life  aforetime  ;  if  thy  heart 
Hath  grasped  thy  bliss,  and  let  it  not  depart, 
As  thro'  a  leaky  vessel,  barren,  null  ; 
Then,  like  a  reveller,  who  to  the  full 
Hath  feasted  at  the  banquet,  rise  and  go  ! 
Lie  down,  poor  fool,  and  sleep  in  peace  below, 
In  perfect  peace,  remote  from  every  woe. 
But,  if  the  harvest  thou  has  gathered 
Hath  vanished,  squandered  ;  if  life's  joy  hath  fled. 
Why  strive  to  swell  a  store  which  too  must  perish 
Bootless  and  void  ?  cease  then  thy  life  to  cherish  ; 
Cease,  end  thy  toils  ;  not  all  my  boundless  lore 
Can  give  thee  aught  of  joyance  from  my  store  ; 
One  and  the  same  are  all  things  evermore. 
True,  time  hath  not  yet  withered  thee  nor  worn 
Thy  limbs  with  weakness,  yet  that  plight  forlorn, 
Tho'  thou  endure  to  ages  yet  unborn, 
Waiteth  thee,  and  more  surely  would  await 
If  to  live  on,  immortal,  were  thy  fate." 
Should  nature  challenge  thus,  what  meet  reply  ? — 
"  Thy  plea  is  just  ;  thy  words  are  verity." 


LUCRETIUS,  IV.   1-9. 

Where  in  the  Muses'  realm  no  path  hath  lain 
For  foot  of  man,  to  wander  I  am  fain  ; 
Fountains  unsullied  will  I  find  and  drain. 
For  crown  of  glory  joyously  I'll  twine 
Blooms  that  are  virgin  for  this  brow  of  mine, 
Such  blooms  as  ne'er  were  chaplets  for  the  Nine. 
I  bring  you  freedom.      Mighty  is  the  theme 
Wherein  I  school  you  ;  'tis  my  claim  supreme. 
I   loose   man's  spirit  from   priestcraft's    numbing 

band. 
And  more,  with  brightness  shall  mine  artist  hand 
Illume  these  mysteries,  sweep  the  clouds  away  ; 
Glamour  of  poesy  is  o'er  my  lay. 


CATULLUS,  IV. 


My  friends,  you  see  this  ancient  galley — 

Once  she  was  fleetest  of  the  fleet  ; 
No  craft  outstripped  her  when  she'd  sally 

Forth  with  the  oar  or  straining  sheet. 
No  haunt  of  hers  can  e'er  deny  it, 

Sea-bordered  Cyclads,  perilous  shores 
Of  Hadria,  nor  the  waters  Asian 
Of  glorious  Rhodes,  nor  yet  the  Thracian 
Propontis,  when  she  dared  to  try  it. 

Nor  gulfs  where  savage  Pontus  roars. 

She  lies,  a  galley  now,  before  us. 

And  tells  you  this,  but  long  ago 
In  shaggy  wood  on  high  Cytorus 

Her  prattling  leaves  were  whispering  low. 
Amastris  of  the  Pontic  water, 

Cytorus,  from  her  birth  your  steep 

With  box-wood  crowned  had  ever  held  her  ; 
She  tells  how  you  of  old  beheld  her  ; 
The  waves  that  wash  your  shores  first  taught  her 

Her  oar-sped  flight  across  the  deep. 

\ContinueJ  on  page  50 


A   PARODY    OF    FOREGOING. 

Ascribed  to  Vergil  : 

This  Sabine  here,  unless  he's  lying, 

Was  once  the  Champion  of  the  Road  ; 
Nothing  on  wheels,  tho'  swiftly  flying. 

Outstripped  the  mules  that  felt  his  goad  ; 
Whether,  my  friends,  stern  duty  beckoned 

To  Mantua  or  Brixia  Town — 

They  must  admit  it,  he  professes. 
His  friends  at  various  addresses, 
Trypho,  his  rival  always  reckoned. 

And  all  that  household  of  renown. 

And  Caerulus,  who  takes  in  boarders, 

Where  he,  a  Sabine  now,  maintains 
He  plied  his  shears  at  Quintius'  orders. 

And  clipped  his  charges'  shaggy  manes. 
Lest  box-wood  yokes  from  high  Cytorus 

On  callous  withers  raise  a  gall. 

Chilly  Cremona,  well  you  know  him  ; 

With  seas  of  mud,  he  says,  below  him 

From  earliest  youth  he  tramped  the  porous 

Morasses  or  Cisalpine  Gaul. 
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And  thence,  o'er  riotous  waters  homing 

She  brought  her  master  here  with  ease 
To  this  clear  lake  ;  for  all  her  roaming, 

While  port  or  starboard  veered  the  breeze, 
Or  square  astern  blew  winds  of  Heaven, 

She  to  the  Sea-Gods  made  no  prayer. 
Those  brave  old  days  are  past  and  over  ; 
She's  growing  old,  she  lives  in  clover  ; 
To  Castor  and  his  Twin  she  has  given 

Herself ;  she's  sheltered,  free  from  care. 
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'Twas  there  the  carrier's  craft  he  toUowed 

Delivering  goods  in  slimy  pools, 
While  in  the  ruts  for  ever  wallowed 

The  off,  or  near,  or  both  his  mules. 
Yet  to  the  Roadside-Gods  of  Heaven 

Never  he  offered  any  prayer, 

But  one  last  gift,  his  father's  bridle 
And  curry-comb  ;  now  he  can  idle, 
To  Castor  and  his  Twin  self-given, 

High  in  a  Consul's  ivory  chair. 


CATULLUS,  V. 

My  Lesbia,  my  darling,  be  ours  life  and  love  ! 
For  the  tongues  of  grim  grey-beards  we  care 
not  a  sou. 
For  sun  after  sun  in  the  heavens  above 

May  wax  and  may  wane,  while  for  me  and  for 
you. 

When  once  our  brief  sunlight  of  living  shall  wane, 
Night,  one  and  eternal,  will  shroud  us  in  sleep. 

Then  live  we  and  love,  for  the  future  is  vain, 
Our  life  springs  not,  sun-like,  again   from  the 
deep. 

Then  give  me  sweet  kisses,  a  thousand,  and  then 
A  hundred,  a  thousand,  a  hundred  once  more. 

And  once  more  a  thousand,  a  hundred,  and  when 
We've  scored  all  those  thousands,  we'll  rub  out 
the  score. 

And  forget  past  excess,  that  no  mocker  may  know. 
And  no  one  may  envy  the  tale  that  we  show. 


CATULLUS,  XXXI. 

Of  all  the  isles  and  capes  broadcast 

That  Neptune's  realms  of  waters  show 

In  limpid  lakes  and  ocean  vast, 
You  are  the  fairest,  Sirmio. 

How  joyously,  how  eagerly, 
I  visit  you,  dear  home,  again  ! 

I  am  safely  back  :  ah  !   can  it  be  r 
Who  trod  hut  now  Bithynia's  plain. 

Is  there  a  keener  joy  than  this, 

No  more  o'er  weary  ways  to  roam. 

Care's  grievous  burden  to  dismiss. 
And  gain  the  Sanctuary  of  Home  ; 

There  on  the  longed-for  couch  to  know 
iVlost  welcome  rest  ?  how  it  outweighs 

A  thousand  toils  !      Fair  Sirmio  ! 

Smile  and  salute  your  lord,  who  pays 

His  homage  to  you.      Lovely  lake. 
Haunt  of  the  race  that  Lydia  bare. 

Laugh  out  to  greet  me  !   let  mc  take 
Of  every  home-bred  smile  my  share. 
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YOUTHS. 

Here  is  even  :  up  !  ye  young  men  ! 

Now  at  last  the  lovers'  star 
Raises  up  the  light  we  long  for 

On  Olympus'  dome  afar. 
Time  to  rise,  tho'  rich  the  banquet, 

Soon  will  come  the  virgin-bride, 
Soon  will  swell  the  marriage  chorus  ; 

We  must  hasten  to  her  side. 

Hymen  !    God   of  Wedlock,   aid   us  !    Hymen 
God  of  wedding-hymns. 

MAIDENS. 

See  the  youths,  oh  !   sister-maidens, 

Rise  to  meet  them  as  they  rise. 
Yes  !   Night's  harbinger  is  blazing 

Over  Oeta  in  the  skies. 
They  are  bursting  from  the  banquet. 

See  ye  not  .''  with  headlong  speed. 
There  is  purpose  in  their  hasting  ; 

When  they  sing  we  must  give  heed. 

Hymen  !    God   of  Wedlock,   aid    us  !    Hymen 
God  of  wedding-hymns. 
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YOUTHS. 


'Tis  no  light-won  crown,  my  brothers, 

That  is  set  before  our  eyes. 
See,  the  maids  prepare  their  answer 

Pondered  o'er  in  thoughtful  wise. 
Something  great  will  be  the  issue. 

Not  in  vain  their  pondering. 
For  their  souls  are  in  the  struggle 

As  they  meet  our  challenging. 
But  for  us — our  minds  are  this  way 

And  our  ears  are  that  way  turned  ; 
Rightly  will  they  conquer  ;  victory 

Loves  by  labour  to  be  earned. 
But  at  least,  to  match  their  pleading 

Up  !   and  answer  mantully  ; 
Soon  will  they  begin  their  singing, 

Soon  must  we  recite  our  pica. 

Hymen  !    God   of  Wedlock,   aid    us  !    Hymen 
God  of  wedding-hymns. 

MAIDENS. 

Even  star  !  no  flame  more  cruel 

Sweeps  across  the  heaven's  face. 
Thou  canst  tear  away  a  daughter 

From  a  mother's  fond  embrace  : 
From  a  mother's  close  enfoldinti^ 

Thou  canst  snatch  away  her  child, 
To  a  fierce  and  ardent  lover 

Give  the  maiden  undcfilcd  : 
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Foemen  in  a  conquered  city, 

Ranked  with  thee,  are  soft  and  mild. 

Hymen  !    God   of  Wedlock,   aid   us  !    Hymen  ! 
God  of  wedding-hymns. 

YOUTHS. 

Star  of  eve  !   no  flame  more  joyous 

Shines  upon  the  heaven's  face. 
Thou  canst  hallow  plighted  love-troth 

By  thine  orb's  resplendent  grace, 
Troths  which  husbands  plight,  and  parents, 

Nor  to  crown  them  may  they  dare 
Till  thy  fiery  glow  shall  give  them 

Signal  thro'  the  twilight  air. 
How  shall  man  win  boon  of  Heaven 

Richer  than  that  season  fair  ? 

Hymen  !    God   of  Wedlock,   aid   us  !    Hymen  ! 
God  of  wedding-hymns. 

MAIDENS. 

Sisters  !   Hesperus  has  stolen 
One  of  us,  and  made  his  prey. 

YOUTHS. 

At  thy  coming,  star  of  evening. 
Closely  watch  the  guards  alway. 

Nightly  thieves  hide  them  before  thee  : 
Thou,  returning,  still  the  same, 
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Snarest  them,  oh  !   Hesper-Phosphor, 
Single  star  with  double  name. 


Yes  !   it  pleases  girls  to  flout  thee, 
Hesper  !    they  can  always  feign  ; 

But  what  matter  if  they  mock  thee  ? 
'Tis  in  longing  mute  and  vain. 

Hymen  !    God   of  Wedlock,   aid   us  !    Hymen  1 
God  of  wedding-hymns. 

MAIDENS. 

As  a  flower  in  a  fenced  garden 

Springs,  afar  trom  human  tread, 
Herds  may  trample  not  its  sweetness, 

Nor  the  plough-share  bruise  its  head  ; 
Breezes  fan  it,  sunbeams  quicken, 

Sott  rain-showers  aid  its  growth  ; 
Youths  and  maids  alike  desire  it  ; 

'Tis  a  treasure  fair  to  both. 
But  that  flower,  h)'  nipping  finger 

Plucked,  deflowered  and  reft  from  light — 
Youths  and  maids  alike  disdain  it, 

'Tis  no  longer  their  delight. 
Ripens  thus  a  maid  in  secret 

Undcfilcd,  home's  joy  alway  ; 
When  her  virgin  bloom's  deflowered 

And  her  beauty  made  a  prey, 
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Youths  joy  not  in  her,  nor  maidens 
Love  her  ;  she  is  cast  away. 

Hymen  !    God   of  Wedlock,   aid   us  !    Hymen 
God  of  wedding-hymns. 

YOUTHS. 

As  a  vine,  forlorn  and  widowed 

In  a  field  whence  men  have  fled. 
Never  brings  forth  mellow  cluster, 

Never  lifts  her  helpless  head  ; 
Down  she  bends,  her  topmost  branches 

Drooping  to  her  lowest  root  ; 
Vine-dressers  and  steers  neglect  her. 

Never  can  she  come  to  fruit  ; 
But  if  haply  she  be  wedded 

To  the  elm,  her  proper  mate. 
Vine-dressers  and  steers  will  tend  her, 

Leave  her  no  more  desolate. 
So  a  maid  untouched  abiding 

Far  from  tending  hand  grows  sere  ; 
But,  if  wedlock  be  her  portion 

As  she  ripens  year  by  year, 
Grows  she  dearer  to  her  husband. 

To  her  parents  no  less  dear. 

Yield  then  to  thy  noble  husband. 
Oh  !   thou  happy  virgin-bride  ; 

Dutifully  yield  ;  thy  father 

Placed  thee  by  that  husband's  side. 
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Yes,  and  thy  beloved  mother  ; 
By  their  will  thou  must  abide. 

For  thy  maidenhood  is  threefold  ; 

Never  was  it  wholly  thine  ; 
Part  thy  father's,  part  thy  mother's. 

Portioned  by  a  law  divine  : 
Only  one  part  is  thine  own  share  ; 

Fight  no  more  then,  one  with  two, 
For  thy  parents,  with  the  dowry. 

Gave  thy  spouse  the  right  to  woo. 

Hymen  !    God   of  Wedlock,   aid   us  !    Hymen  ! 
God  of  wedding-hymns. 


CATULLUS,  LXIV. 

Of  old  the  pines  that  grew  on  Pelion's  head, 
In  Argo's  shape,  o'er  Neptune's  watery  flood 

To  Phasis  stream  and  king  Aeetes  sped. 
Bearing  the  best  of  Argive  warrior  blood 

Eager  to  steal  away  the  fleece  of  gold 

From  Colchis'  shore  ;  thus  is  the  story  told. 

Fearless  they  bounded  o'er  the  bitter  brine, 
Swift  ship  and  fir-wood  oarage  cleft  the  blue, 

And  She,  in  citadels  who  holds  her  shrine, 

Built  them  a  car  that  in  the  light  breeze  flew  ; 

She  wove  the  piny  frame  right  cunningly 

To  the  keel  that  first  essayed  the  virgin  sea. 

Soon  as  the  keen  prow  cleft  the  windy  main. 
And  the  wave  whitened  to  the  lashing  oar. 

From  the  grey  eddies  flashed  strange-visaged  train 
Of  startled  sea-nymphs,  born  of  Nereus  hoar  : 

Then  first  those  maids  appeared  to  mortal  sight, 

Their  breasts  emerging  from  the  billows  white. 

Then  hero  Peleus  burned  with  fierce  desire 
For  Thetis,  and  the  goddess  did  not  scorn 
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A  mortal  spouse,  and  the  all-mighty  Sire 

Decreed  the  wedlock.     Happy  heroes  !  born 
Ot  God  or  Goddess  in  the  world's  sweet  spring, 
To  you,  to  you  right  often  will  I  sing. 

Thee  first  I  chant,  thou  prop  of  Thessaly, 
Peleus  !   in  wedlock  blest  beyond  compare. 

The  very  Father  ot  the  sky  to  thee 

Yields  up  his  love.    Art  clasped  by  Thetis  fair  ? 

Grandsire  and  granddame,  do  they  join  your  hands. 

Who  ring  the  whole  world  in  with  watery  bands  ? 

Soon  as  shines  forth  the  day  of  their  desire. 
All  Thessaly  invades  the  royal  mansion, 

A  merry  band,  their  eyes  with  joy  afire. 

Bearing  due  presents  in  their  hearts'  expansion. 

From  Tempe  and  Cranno  and  Larissa's  walls, 

Seeking  Pharsalia,  thronging  her  high  halls. 

None  till  the  land  ;  uncleansed  the  vineyards'  soil 
By  curving  rake  ;   unchafed  the  necks  of  steers  ; 

No  more  in  the  furrow  strenuous  oxen  toil. 

O'ershadowing  trees  forget  the  hedger's  shears  ; 

The  plough  lies  idle  and  the  fields  are  bare, 

And  filthy  rust  invades  the  gleaming  share. 

But  the  king's  palace  to  each  rich  recess 

Gleams    gay    with    gold    and    silver's   glorious 
sheen  ; 
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There  ivory  thrones,  in  luxury's  excess, 

And  jewelled  cups  on  glittering  board  are  seen  ; 
The  mighty  mansion  shines  with  royal  treasure. 
One  smile  of  splendour,  paradise  of  pleasure. 

The  bridal  bed  in  midmost  hall  stands  high 
Gorgeous  with  dazzling  ivory  inlaid  ; 

A  purple  canopy  of  Eastern  dye 

Cloaks  it  ;  with  wondrous  artistry  displayed 

Hereon  heroic  tales  arc  brightly  told, 

With  varied  pictures  of  the  men  of  old. 

There  in  Naxos  Ariadne  from   the  beach  where 

breakers  roar 
Sees  the  recreant  Theseus  vanish  in  swift  bark  for 

evermore  ; 
In  her  heart  a  grief  undying,  scarce  believing  what 

she  spies, 
"When,    from    traitorous    sleep    upstarting,    sleep 

scarce  shaken  from  her  eyes. 
She  perceives  herself  forsaken,  all  alone  in  woeful 

guise. 
On   the   lonely    sand    deserted,  while    her   lover 

spurns  the  seas. 
Flings,  forgetful,  plighted  love-troth  to  be  sport 

of  wayward  breeze. 
'Mid  the  sea-weed  Minos'  daughter  watches  him 

with  streaming  eyes. 
Like  a  Bacchanal  in  marble,  watches  him  as  far  he 

flies. 
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As  on  waves  of  woe  she  tosses,  downward  from 

her  golden  hair 
Drops  the  fine-spun  snood  and  downward  drops 

the  gauze  from  bosom  fair, 
From  her  swelling  breasts  the  scarf  drops  ;  little 

does  the  maiden  care. 
At   her   feet   they   lie   unheeded,   floating   in    the 

eddying  tide. 
All  her  garments  fallen  from   her  now  upon  the 

water  ride. 
Theseus  is  her  only  thought  now,  Theseus,  heart 

and  soul  and  mind, 
Hapless  girl  !    'tis  Venus  plagues  thee,  who  on 

Eryx  is  enshrined  ; 
Venus  in  thy  bosom  sows  them,  thorny  cares  that 

rajikle  deep. 
Ever    since    the    doughty    Theseus    reached    the 

wicked  Cretan's  keep 
Sailing  from   his  own  Piraeus,  with   its   harbour's 

curving  sweep. 
For,  they  tell  us,  in  the  old  days,  ravaged  by  a 

cruel  pest 
in   revenge    for   slain    Androgeos,    the    y\thcnians 

chose  their  best, 
Offering  youths  and  lovely  maidens  to  the  horrid 

Minotaur  ; 
So,  the   tiny  Town  being  harassed  by  the  yearly 

loss  they  bore, 
Theseus'  self  stood   forth  as   scape-goat    for    his 

townsmen  whom  he  loved, 
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Rather   than   that   living   corpses    thus    to    Crete 

should  be  removed. 
In  his  swift  ship  proudly  speeding,  wafted  by  a 

gentle  breeze, 
Came   he   to   the   mighty   Minos   and   his   palace 

overseas. 
But  the  princess,  softly  nurtured  in  her  mother's 

loving  arms, 
Whom  her  virgin  couch  still  sheltered,  breathing 

odours  fraught  with  charms. 
Sweet  as  myrtles  by  Eurotas,  or  the  varied  hues 

that  Spring 
Dowers    with    being    by    its    breezes  ;    but    this 

daughter  of  a  king 
Fixed  her  burning  eyes  on  Theseus,  turned  them 

nevermore  away 
Till,  to  inmost  marrow  glowing,  passion's  fire  made 

her  a  prey. 
Boy  divine,  who  stirrest  in  us  cruel  madness  for 

thy  play. 
Who  to  human  bosoms  bringest  joys  with  sorrows 

overlaid  ; 
And  thou,  who  art  Queen  of  Golgi  and  Idalium's 

leafy  glade. 
How  with  love  of  golden  Theseus  ye  pursued  the 

storm-tost  maid  ! 
How  her  heart  grew  sick  with  terror,  as  she  paled 

like  palest  gold. 
When  he  stoutly  faced  the  monster,  hero  Theseus 

overbold. 
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Seeking   death  or   meed   of"  glory  ;    ardent  vows 

went  up  to  Heaven 
From  her  silent  lips,  nor  vainly  was   her  girlish 

promise  given. 
As   the   whirlwind,  all    unconquered,  sweeps  the 

woods  on  Taurus'  crown. 
Hurls  the  oak  that  flaunts  its  branches  or  cone- 
bearing  pine-tree  down  ; 
Headlong  Fall  they,  all  uprooted,  spreading  ruin 

everywhere  ; 
Prostrate  thus  the  monster  wallowed,  tossing  to 

the  viewless  air 
Horns  that  could  no  longer  guard  it.     Backwards 

thence  with  heedful  care. 
Crowned  with   fame   he   steered   his  footsteps  by 

her  gift,  the  slender  thread, 
Lest  the  Labyrinth  mysterious  should  confuse  his 

doubtful  tread. 
Why,  my  former  theme  deserted,  should   1   tell 

her  piteous  case. 
How  she  left  her  father's  presence  and  her  sister's 

close  embrace. 
And  her  mother's  joy  ill-omened — all  to  Theseus' 

love  gave  place  ; 
Or  how  swift  the  galley  bore   her  to  the  foam- 

lashcd  Naxian  shore  ; 
How,  when   sleep  was  on   her  eyelids,  Theseus, 

loving  her  no  more, 
Sailed   away  ?    Full    oft,   they   tell    us,    from    her 

burning  heart  she'd  pour 
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Shrilling  lamentations  wrested  from  her  soul  by- 
anguish  sore. 

Sadly  now  she'd  climb  the  mountains,  gazing  o'er 
the  swelling  sea  ; 

Now  she'd  rush  to  meet  the  eddies,  floating  robe 
uplifted  free 

From  her  ankles  bare,  and  now  she  spoke  in  crisis 
of  her  grief, 

From  her  tear-wet  lips  evoking  sobs  that  brought 
her  no  relief, 

"For  this  didst  thou  ravish  me,  traitor, 

From  sheltering  hearth  of  my  sire, 
To  leave  mc  alone  in  this  desert 

To  perish  in  misery  dire  ? 
And  thus  dost  thou  spurn  oaths  to  Heaven 

Forgetful  of  tenderest  vows  ? 
Thou  bearest  as  freight  slighted  promise. 

The  curse  of  thy  piteous  spouse. 
Could  nothing  have  bent  thee  nor  bowed  thee  ? 

Was  pity  afar  from  thy  heart  ? 
Could  thy  cruel  soul  feel  no  compassion, 

Nor  shrink  from  thy  treacherous  part  ? 
Not  this  was  the  hope  that  thou  gavest. 

But  wedlock,  glad  goal  of  desire  ; 
Thy  vain  words  are  sport  of  the  breezes  ; 

No  more  may  a  lover  inspire 
Fond  woman  with  faith  in  his  plighting  ; 

His  words  are  for  ever  a  snare. 
To  gain  but  the  end  that  he  longs  for 
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No  oath  is  too  mighty  to  swear  ; 
When  his  soul's  greedy  lusting  is  sated, 

For  broken  oaths  little  he'll  care. 
In  death's  midmost  whirl  thou  wast  tossing — 

I  gave  up  my  brother  to  die, 
To  save  thee,  to  stand  by  thee  steadfast 

When  thy  life's  supreme  crisis  was  nigh. 
In  return  I  am  left  here  a  victim 

To  beasts  and  to  fowls  of  the  sky. 
My  body  will  rot  here  unburied. 

Nor  mine  pious  sprinkling  of  earth. 
What  lioness  bare  thee,  hard-hearted, 

In  a  rock-bestrewn  desert  of  dearth  .'' 
What  ocean  conceived  thee  and  spewed  thee 

From  its  eddies  of  foam  to  the  birth  } 
What  Syrtis,  what  ravening  Charybdis, 

What  Scylla,  what  monster  of  Hell — 
That  thou,  for  this  boon  of  my  giving. 

Thy  life,  dost  reward  me  so  well  ! 

If  thou  would'st  not  wed  mc, 

If  thou  fear  thy  sire, 
Yet  thou  mightest  have  led  me, 

(Humble  my  desire) 
To  thy  home  to  serve  thee. 

Gladsome  were  the  strain. 
There  to  lave  thy  tair  tcet 

Free  from  soil  and  stain, 
Strew  thy  couch  with  coverings 

Of  the  purple  grain. 
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Useless  float  my  wailings 

On  the  senseless  air, 
Voiceless,  deaf  the  breezes, 

How  can  they  declare 
How  I  vainly  murmur 

All  distraught  with  care  r 
He's  upon  mid-ocean, 

Not  a  soul  is  near  me, 
Fate  with  cruel  triumph 

In  my  strait  would  jeer  me, 
Grudging  me  the  solace 

Of  an  ear  to  hear  me. 

Great  Jove  !  ah  !   would  that  never 

His  ships  had  reached  our  shore 
Bearing  that  awful  tribute 

To  the  grim  Minotaur. 
Would  that  no  faithless  sailor 

Here  had  his  anchor  cast, 
No  treacherous  guest  fair-seeming 

Within  our  walls  had  passed. 
What  shall  I  hope,  poor  lost  one  .'' 

Ah  !   whither  shall  I  stray  .'' 
To  the  mountains  of  my  country  ? 

Broad,  wild  seas  bar  the  way. 
Trust  to  my  sire  to  aid  me  ? 

I  left  him  to  attend 
The  murderer  of  my  brother  : 

Can  Theseus'  love  befriend  ? 
He  strains  his  pliant  oarage 
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Across  the  straining  wave  : 
The  isle's  a  houseless  desert, 

Around  the  billows  rave  ; 
No  path,  no  hope  is  left  me. 

Wide  yawns  my  silent  grave. 

But  my  eyes  shall  not  close  in  the  death-swoon, 

Nor  ever  my  senses  shall  fail, 
Ere  I  pray  unto  Heaven  for  vengeance  : 

My  last  dying  curse  shall  prevail. 
Ye  furies,  who  punish  betrayal. 

Whose  snake-entwined  foreheads  proclaim 
Your  heart's  wrath,  speed  hither  and  hear  me, 

Come  !  list  to  the  tale  of  my  shame, 
Which  hapless  and  blinded  by  sorrow 

I  pour  from  my  bosom's  recess  ; 
Forbid  ye  this  true  tale  of  anguish 

To  pass  without  hope  of  redress. 
May  the  cruelty  thoughtless  that  left  me 

Deserted  in  piteous  plight 
Pursue  him  and  his  to  their  ruin, 

And  whelm  him  in  darkness  of  Night  !  " 

Thus  she  poured  forth  lamentations 

Craving  vengeance  earnestly 
For  her  sufferings,  and  he  heard  her 

The  unconqucred  Deity  ; 
Then  the  ocean's  ruffling  billows 

And  the  earth  thrilled  at  his  nod  ; 
In  the  firmament  of  Heaven 
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Shook  the  stars  that  felt  their  God. 
Wherefore  Theseus,  darkling,  clouded 

With  oblivion  in  his  heart, 
All  the  warnings  he  had  cherished 

Closely — let  them  all  depart, 
Raised  not  up  the  welcome  signal. 

Promised  to  his  mourning  sire. 
That  should  show  the  son  returning 

To  his  haven  of  desire. 
For  the  legend  tells  how  Aegeus, 

When  he  yielded  up  his  son 
For  the  winds  to  waft  him  safely 

From  the  walls  Minerva  won. 
Clasped  the  youth  and  bade  him  listen, 
"Theseus,  now  my  only  joy, 
Dearer  to  me  far  than  living, 

Hear  me,  thou  beloved  boy, 
Whom  but  now  I  have  recovered 

In  the  evening  of  my  life, 
Since  fate  forces  me  to  send  thee 

Far  away  to  dangerous  strife  ; 
Since  thy  heart  afire  with  valour 

Severs  us,  no  wish  of  mine, 
Ere  my  failing  eyes  are  sated 

With  that  youthful  form  of  thine. 
Not  with  triumph  of  rejoicing 

Do  I  speed  thee  on  thy  way. 
Tokens  of  no  prosperous  voyage 

I  permit  thee  to  display. 
Till  I  wrest  from  out  my  bosom 
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Lamentations  of  despair, 
Sullying  with  dust  and  ashes, 

Sign  of  woe,  my  grizzling  hair. 
Then  upon  thy  roving  yard-arm 

I  will  hang  a  dusky  sail 
Dyed  in  deepest  Spanish  purple. 

Of  my  pangs  to  tell  the  tale. 
But  if  She,  shrined  on  Itonus, 

Guardian  of  our  race  and  home. 
Grant  thou  slay  the  hideous  monster 

And  red-handed  homeward  com.e. 
Let  my  words  live  in  thy  memory 

Safely  stored  within  thy  breast  ; 
Time  must  not  erase  their  meaning  ; 

When  thou  seest  our  mountain's  crest, 
Lower  the  gloomy  canvas  swiftly, 

Raise  a  white  sail  on  the  mast, 
Swiftly  then  I'll  see  and  triumph, 

When  suspense  is  overpast  ; 
Then  with  joy  will  swell  my  bosom, 

When  time  brings  thee  home  at  last." 
Long  did  Theseus  guard  the  mandate 

Safely  treasured  in  his  soul, 
But  at  last  the  word  escaped  him. 

As  the  clouds,  which  storm-winds  roll. 
Scatter  from  the  breezy  summit 

Of  some  peak  with  snowy  stole. 
Long  his  father  scanned  the  horizon 

From  the  city's  topmost  heicj^ht. 
Wearing  out  in  ceaseless  weeping 
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Longingly  his  aged  sight. 
Soon  as  e'er  he  saw  the  token 

Of  the  bellying  dusky  sail, 
Headlong  leaped  he  from  the  crag-top, 

Blinded  by  its  lying  tale. 
Deeming  that  o'er  fate  unkindly 

Theseus'  self  could  not  prevail. 
So  the  hero  in  his  glory 

Treads  his  ancient  halls  once  more 
By  his  father's  blood  polluted. 

All  the  pangs  the  maiden  bore 
For  his  heedlessness,  torment  him  ; 

She  the  while  all  tearfully 
Seeks  his  parting  ship  with  yearning. 

Racked  with  cares  continually. 

Elsewhere  on  the  wondrous  texture 

Bacchus  in  his  glorious  bloom 
With  his  Satyrs  and  Sileni 

Revelling  down  from.  Nysa's  dome, 
Fired  with  love  seeks  Ariadne, 

And  his  drunken  madding  rout 
Toss  their  reeling  heads  and  "Evoe  ! 

Evoe,  Bacche  !  "  is  their  shout. 
Frenzied  nymphs  wave  high  the  thyrsus, 

Points  close-hid  in  foliage  twined. 
Toss  a  steer's  dismembered  carcass. 

While  around  them  serpents  wind. 
Or  in  ritual  bear  dark  mysteries 

Duly  hid  in  shrouding  urn. 
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Mysteries  which  the  herd  unhallowed 

Vainly  ever  crave  to  learn. 
Others  beat  the  timbrel  wildly 

As  they  raise  it  to  the  sky, 
On  the  rounded  bronze  of  cymbals 

Others  with  clear  clashings  vie, 
Others  blare  from  horns  harsh-sounding. 

While  the  fierce  wild  pipe  shrills  high. 

Such  were  the  shapes  woven  right  cunningly 
On  the  bright  web  that  wrapped  the  bridal  bed, 

And  thereupon  the  youth  of  Thessaly 

Sated  their  eager  gaze,  then  homeward  sped. 

As  they  gave  place  to  holy  presences. 

The  halls  were  graced  by  awful  Deities. 

As  o'er  calm  ocean  curtseying  wavelets  run 

Ruffled    by    Zephyr's    morning    breath,    when 
Dawn 

Wakes  at  the  door-way  of  the  pilgrim  Sun  ; 
Slowly  at  first  by  gentle  breezes  drawn. 

They  ripple  with  faint  laughter  ;  then  they  throng 

Closer  as  the  breeze  swells,  and  dance  along 

Agleam  with  crimson  light  ;  so,  deviously 
The  folk  departed  from  the  palace  door. 

Then  Chiron  first  from  I-*elion's  peak  on  high 
Brings  welcome  tribute  from  his  woodland  store  : 

All  blooms  he  oflFers,  all  that  from  the  plains 

Spring  forth,  and  all  great  Thessaly  sustains 
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Upon  her  mighty  hills,  and  all  the  flowers 

That  with   its    fruitful    breath   the   warm   west 
wind 
Discloses  by  the  streams  in  vernal  bowers  ; 

All  these  he  brought  in  varied  garlands  twined. 
The    palace    smiled,    charmed   with   the   fragrant 

scent  : 
Then  Peneus  comes,  from  Tempe  valley  pent 

By  imminent  woods,  Tempe  the  evergreen, 
Where  evermore  in  Dorian  song  and  dance 

Magnesian  women  worshipping  are  seen  ; 
Not  empty-handed  does  the  God  advance  ; 

Beech-trees  his  gift,  upon  his  shoulder  borne, 

And  straight-stemmed  laurels  by  the  roots  uptorn. 

And  nodding  plane  and  pliant  poplar  tree. 
Sister  to  Phaeton,  fire-doomed  immortal, 

And  towering  cypress,  whereof  planted  he 
Broad  woven  screen  around  the  royal  portal. 

To  deck  with  living  greenery  the  home 

And  spread  above  its  tender  leafy  dome. 

And  next,  Prometheus  of  sagacious  mind, 
Bearing  faint  traces  yet  of  woes  bygone. 

When,  for  his  service  to  our  human  kind. 

He  hung  with  fettered  limbs  in  bonds  of  stone. 

Aloft  upon  a  dizzy  crag  in  anguish. 

Condemned  by  Jove  thro'  weary  years  to  languish. 
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Comes  too  the  sire  of  Gods,  with  spouse  divine 
And  children,  downward  from  the  heights  of 
Heaven  ; 

Phoebus  alone  remains  within  his  shrine 

And  She,  to  whom  the  hills  for  haunt  are  given, 

His  sister  ;  for  the  twain  with  hostile  breast 

Scorned  Peleus  and  fiiir  Thetis'  nuptial  feast. 

Soon  as  the  ivory  thrones  received  their  frames, 
The  board  is  heaped  with  many  a  luxury. 

Meanwhile  the  Fates,  withered  and  palsied  dames, 
Began  their  song  of  doom  which  cannot  lie, 

Their  trembling  bodies  clad  in  robes  of  white 

Which  cloaked  their  feet  with  a  border  crimson 
bright. 

About  their  heads  graced  with  immortal  sheen, 
Twined  snowy  fillets,  and  they  plied  alway 

Their  solemn  spinning,  feeble  hands  between, 
In  the  left  the  wool-clad  distaff  stood  away  ; 

With  upturned  fingers  of  the  right  they  drew 

And  lightly  shaped  the  threads  in  order  due. 

Then     twisted     them     upon     the    thumb    down- 
dropped. 
And  twirled  the  spindle  poised  on  circling  ring  ; 
Ever    with     tooth    the    work    is    smoothed    and 
cropped  ; 
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See  !  woolly  morsels  to  their  parched  lips  cling- 
Such  as  had  marred  the  even  yarn  before  ; 
In  osier  baskets  lies  white  fleecy  store. 

Last,  as  they  struck  the  wool,  the  sisters  sang  ; 
Clear-toned  in  song  divine  their  voices  rang. 
No    age     unborn     can     prove    their    words 

untrue  ; 
Their   dooms   endure   the  endless  centuries 

through. 

Peleus,  who  crownest  thy  high  name 
With  prowess,  strong  Emathia's  Lord  ! 

Thy  son  to  be  shall  swell  thy  fame  ; 
Hear  what  we  Sister  Fates  award  ; 

To  thee  we  sing  a  truthful  lay 

In  the  dawning  of  this  happy  day. 

Run,  spindles,  run,  the  while  you  trace 
Patterns  of  Destiny  in  your  race. 

Soon  Hesperus  will  come  to  thee. 
Who  gives  the  wedded  their  desire  ; 

Thy  bride  will  come,  by  Heaven's  decree. 
To  set  thy  conquered  heart  afire. 

And,  as  ye  twine  in  langourous  sleep. 

Smooth  arms  shall  pillow  shoulders  deep. 

Run,  spindles,  run,  the  while  you  trace 
Patterns  of  Destiny  in  your  race. 
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No  home  e'er  sheltered  such  a  pair, 

No  lovers  knew  so  fast  a  tie 
As  that  which  you  together  share  ; 

Together,  heart  to  heart,  you  lie. 

Run,  spindles,  run,  the  while  you  trace 
Patterns  of  Destiny  in  your  race. 

Achilles  shall  be  born  to  you. 

Devoid  of  fear,  who,  face  to  face. 

Bravely  will  fight  ;   no  foe  shall  view 
His  coward  back  ;  in  ranging  race 

Right  often  shall  he  leave  behind 

The  fire-swift  footsteps  of  the  hind. 

Run,  spindles,  run,  the  while  you  trace 
Patterns  of  Destiny  in  your  race. 

None  shall  affront  him  when  with  gore 
Of  Trojans  Phrygian  streams  shall  run, 

When  Troy  in  leaguer  long  and  sore 
Is  held  by  perjured  Pelops'  son. 

Run,  spindles,  run,  the  while  you  trace 
Patterns  of  Destiny  in  your  race. 

O'er  their  sons'  graves  shall  mothers  own 
His  prowess  high  in  battle's  shocks, 

Beating  old  breasts  with  piteous  moan. 
While  weak  hands  tear  dishevelled  locks. 

Run,  spindles,  run,  the  while  you  trace 
Patterns  of  Destiny  in  your  race. 
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He,  as  the  reaper  in  the  heat 

Of  mid-day  reaps  the  yellow  grain, 

Cropping  the  close-ranked  ears  of  wheat, 
Shall  strew  the  soil  with  Trojans  slain. 

Run,  spindles,  run,  the  while  you  trace 
Patterns  of  Destiny  in  your  race. 

Scamander  shall  attest  his  might. 

As  seaward  pours  his  widening  flood, 

When  with  piled  victims  of  the  fight 

His  bed  is  choked  and  warmed  with  blood. 

Run,  spindles,  run,  the  while  you  trace 
Patterns  of  Destiny  in  your  race. 

And  latest  witness  shall  be  found 
The  prize  that  waits  our  hero  dead, 

"When  his  high  barrow's  circling  mound 
Shall  be  the  snow-white  maiden's  bed. 

Run,  spindles,  run,  the  while  you  trace 
Patterns  of  Destiny  in  your  race. 

For  when  the  weary  Greeks  have  power 
To  break  the  walls  that  Neptune  built, 

O'er  his  high  tomb  abundant  shower 
Of  maiden's  life-blood  shall  be  spilt  : 

Knees  bent  the  headless  corse  shall  reel, 

As  victims  bow  before  the  steel. 

Run,  spindles,  run,  the  while  you  trace 
Patterns  of  Destiny  in  your  race. 
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In  hearts'  desire  then,  side  by  side, 

Take  thou,  with  happy  augury. 
Thy  spouse  divine,  and  thou,  his  bride. 

To  longing  arms  surrender  thee  ; 
Be  not  unkind  nor  lie  apart, 
Nor,  childless,  break  his  mother's  heart. 

Run,  spindles,  run,  the  while  you  trace 
Patterns  of  Destiny  in  your  race. 

The  fates  proclaimed  these  happy  destinies 
To  Peleus,  chanting  from  prophetic  breast  ; 

For  in  the  days  of  old  great  Deities 

In  pious  heroes'  homes  were  wont  to  rest. 

And  mingle  freely  with  the  human  race. 

E'er  sanctity  was  scorned,  and  veiled  her  face. 

Often  the  Father  in  his  radiant  shrine. 

When  festal  days  came  round  with  yearly  rites, 

Beheld  a  hundred  bulls  on  earth  supine  ; 

Oft  Bacchus  straying  from  Parnassus'  heights 

P'arthward  by  frenzied  Maenads  came  escorted, 

Who  with  wild  hair  and  wild  cries  nightly  sported, 

What  time  the  Dclphians  in  rivalry 

Outlooking  eagerly  from  cliffs  afar 
Welcomed  with  altar's  steam  right  joyously 

Their  God  beloved.      Oft  Mars  in  deadly  war, 
And  Nemesis  and  arrowy  Trito's  queen, 
Theirpresence  heartening  warrior  bands,  were  seen. 
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But    when   the   earth   was   stained   with   sin   and 
guilt, 
And  greed  drove  justice  from  the  human  heart ; 
When    brother's    blood    by    brother's    hand    was 
spilt, 
And  sons  wept  not  for  sires  whom  death  must 
part; 
When  the  sire  longed  to  see  his  boy  lie  dead, 
That  the  fair  bride  might  grace  his  impious  bed  ; 

And  when  the  mother  with  unnatural  love 
Sought  the  unwitting  clasp  of  him  she  bare. 

And  stained  the  race,  the  righteous  Gods  above 
Turned  from  this  medley  mad  of  foul  and  fair. 

No  more  they  deign  to  tread  our  grosser  way  ; 

No  more  they  sun  them  in  the  light  of  day. 
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Friend  Arrius  persistently  in  his  affected  way 
"Whinnings"  for  "winnings,"  "  hartfulness"  for 

"artfulness"  would  say  : 
He  seemed  to  think  his  powers  of  speech    had 

made  a  great  advance, 
If  he  could  get  in  "harttulness"  at  every  slightest 

chance. 
I'm  pretty  sure  his  mother  and  his  uncle  talked 

the  same. 
And  his  maternal  grandfather  and  ditto  his  grand- 
dame. 
Once  he  was  sent  to  Syria — our  ears  took  welcome 

rest  ; 
The  dreadful  words  were  softened  and  the  strident 

"H  "  supprest  : 
And  never  did  we  think  to  hear  that  horrid  sound 

again. 
When  suddenly  the  news  was  brought  that  filled 

our  souls  with  pain. 
The  great  Ionian  ocean  had  become  "Hionian," 
As  soon  as  he  had  passed   that   way,  exasperating 

man. 
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M/ECENAS,  sprung  from  royal  line  ! 
Maecenas,  prop  and  pride  of  mine  ! 

Some  love  the  racecourse  and  the  dust, 
The  goal  which  glowing  axles  just 
Avoid  ;  such  men  for  chaplets  lust. 

The  Lords  of  Earth  soar  to  the  skies, 
If  they  receive  the  civic  prize 
From  fickle  partisans  unwise, 

Or  if  their  granaries  may  store 
Spoils  of  the  Libyan  threshing-floor. 

For  one,  to  turn  his  fathers'  soil 
With  humble  spade,  is  grateful  toil  ; 

No  Eastern  wealth  would  e'er  prevail 
To  make  him  set  his  timid  sail. 
And  face  in  Cyprian  bark  the  gale. 

Scared  by  the  shock  of  winds  and  waves, 
The  merchant  of  retirement  raves. 
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Of  country-town  and  peaceful  farm  ; 
But  poverty  's  a  worse  alarm. 

He  rigs  his  battered  ships  again, 

And  tempts  once  more  the  Icarian  main. 

One  thinks  no  shame  to  dream  away 
In  idleness  the  working-day, 

With  cup  of  hoarded  Massic  wine, 
Stretched  by  some  pleasant  fount  divine, 
Or  'neath  green  arbutus  supine. 

Some  love  the  camp,  where  mingled  blare 
Of  bugle  and  trumpet  rends  the  air. 
And  joy  in  battle,  the  despair 

Of  mothers.     See  the  hunter  bold 
Forget  his  wife,  forget  the  cold. 
If  his  smooth  meshes  fail  to  hold 

A  boar,  or  hounds  have  chanced  to  sight 
A  flying  hind  across  the  night. 

But  me  the  ivy,  guerdon  given 
To  poct-hrows,  exalts  to  heaven  ; 

Me  the  cool  glade  and  lightsome  dance 
Of  Nymph  and  Satyr  far  advance 
Above  the  herd,  in  lyric  trance. 
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When  Polyhymnia  strikes  for  me 
The  Lesbian  lyre,  or  Euterp6 
Breathes  on  the  flute  sweet  melody. 

Then  rank  me  in  the  lyric  choir — 
My  crest  will  heavenward  aspire 
And  mingle  with  the  starry  fire. 
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Now  may  the  Queen  of  Cyprus  guide  you  home 

And  Helen's  great  Twin-Brethren  in  the  sky, 
May  Aeolus  suffer  not  a  wind  to  roam 

Save  bright  lapyx  ;  to  your  keeping  I 
Have  trusted  Vergil  ;  oh  !   be  true,  good  ship. 

And  land  him  safely  on  the  Attic  coast  ; 
We  are  twin-lives  fast  bound  in  fellowship. 

Oh  1  the  seas'  perils  !     Surely  he  might  boast 
Heart  of  stout  oak  in  triple  brass  encased, 

Who  first  dared  set  his  fragile  vessel's  sails 
On  the  wild  waters,  and  who  fearless  faced 

That  battle-ground  of  all  contending  gales. 
He  had  no  fear  of  boding  Hyadcs, 

Nor  Notus,  who  is  Lord  of  Hadria, 
Unchallenged  on  the  ocean,  it  he  please 

To  raise  a  storm  or  sweep  a  storm  away. 
No  imminent  shape  of  death  could  daunt  his  breast 

Who  saw  the  horrid  monsters  of  the  deep, 
The  watery  turmoil  and  that  awful  crest, 

Acroccraunia,  and  did  not  weep. 
God  in  his  foresight  sets  apart  in  vain 

With  harrier  of  the  estranging  sea 
This  land  and  that,  if  still  they  liridge  the  main. 

Those  impious  vessels  flouting  his  decree. 
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Presumptuous  we  tread  all  ways  of  sin  ; 

Prometheus  from  high  Heaven  by  craft  brought 
down 
Fire  to  the  world — and  thereby  entered  in 

Famine  and  fevers,  ills  before  unknown, 
And  death,  once  sure  but  slow,  drew  nearer  ever — 

Stout  Hercules  crossed  Acheron's  severing  tide, 
And  Daedalus  with  desperate  endeavour 

Soared  thro'  thin  air  on  wings  to  man  denied. 
Nought  is  too  high  or  holy  for  us  mortals  ; 

For  the  forbidden  we  have  ever  striven  ; 
Madly  we  batter  at  Jove's  very  portals. 

And,  for  our  sins,  he  ever  wields  his  levin. 
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Stern  winter  yields  to  the  soft  airs  of  spring, 
Dry  keels  drawn  seaward  down  the  rollers  ring. 

Ploughman  and  herds  abandon  cheerfully 
Fireside  and  stall  ;  hoar-frost  deserts  the  lea. 

Now  Venus  calls — in  merry  moonlit  band 
Dance  Nymphs  and  comely  Graces,  hand  in  hand. 

Vulcan  aglow  lights  up  his  furnaces, 
Laborious  smithies  of  the  Cyclopes. 

Twine  now  sleek  locks  with  myrtle  or  any  flower 
That  earth  can  give,  released  from  winter's  power  : 

And  now  to  Faunus  offer  in  shady  grove 
A  lamb  or  kid,  whichever  he  approve. 

Wan  death's  impartial  foot  beats  evermore 
At  poor  man's  hut  or  stately  palace  door  : 

Mark,  happy  Sestius,  life's  a  little  span, 
Far-reaching  hopes  are  not  for  mortal  man. 
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Soon  night  will  close  you  in  the  shadowy  home 
Of  Pluto,  where  the  fabled  Manes  roam, 

And,  there  arrived,  no  more  you'll  be  the  Lord, 
By  dice  elected,  of  the  banquet-board. 

Your  heart  no  more  young  Lycidas  will  fire. 
Whom  now  the  boys,  soon  will  the  girls  desire. 
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What  graceful  perfumed  youth  just  now  caresses 
You  in  some  pleasant  bower  with  roses  twined  ? 

For  whom  do  you  deck  just   now  your   golden 
tresses  ? 
Nature  and  art  in  you  are  well  combined  ! 

How  often,  Pyrrha,  will  that  hapless  he 

Bewail  your  falseness,  at  your  perjuries  rave  ; 

Before  his  eyes,  unlooked-for  treachery. 

In  sudden  tempest  glooms  the  peaceful  wave. 

He's  basking  fondly  in  your  golden  smile. 
Swearing  your  heart  is  his,  and  his  alone  ; 

Little  he  knows,  poor  fool,  of  woman's  guile. 
How  many  ways  the  breeze  of  love  has  blown. 

Your  sudden  beauty  lays  your  victims  low. 

A  votive  tablet  in  the  Sea-God's  shrine 
And  dripping  garments  of  the  shipwrecked  show 

My  gratitude  for  that  escape  of  mine. 
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Now  some  will  praise  their  glorious  Rhodes,  some, 

Mytilenc  town. 
Or  Ephesus  or  Corinth  fair  that  on  twin  seas  looks 

down, 
Or    hoary    Thebes,    the   Wine-God's    home,   or, 

famed  eternally 
Delphi,  Lord  Phoebus'  dwelling,  or  the  vale  of 

Thessaly. 
Others    will    sing    unending    strains    to    chaste 

Minerva's  glory 
And  praise  her  home,  their  only  task  to  tell  the 

Athenian  story, 
Plucking  from  all  sides  for  their  brows  a  wreath 

of  olive  hoary. 
Others  to  Juno's  honour  will  extol  that  home  of 

steeds 
Argos,   or   old    Mycenae's    wealth  ;    me    nor   the 

fertile  meads 
Of    fair    Larissa,    nor    that    land,    the    Spartans* 

stubborn  home. 
Has   smitten  with  love  so  mighty   as   Albunea's 

leafy  dome 
And   babbling    fount,   or    Tibur's   groves    where 

Anio's  torrents  rush. 


HORACE  91 

Where  winding  rills  bedew  the  plains  and  apple- 
orchards  blush. 
E'en  as  the  south  wind  sweeps  the  sky  clear  of  the 

cloudy  rack, 
Nor  breeds  eternal  rains,  so  you,  my  friend,  look 

never  back, 
But  wisely  drown  the  toils  of  life  and  all  your  cares 

in  wine. 
Whether   within   your  Tibur's  shades,  or  where 

war's  standards  shine. 
Great    Teucer,    ere    from    Salamis    he    fled,    and 

parent's  frown, 
His  brow  adrip  with  juice  of  grape  and  wreathed 

with  poplar-crown, 
Thus  to  his  sad  companions  spake  "Now  fortune 

be  our  guide  ! 
Where  e'er  she  lead  we  follow  her,  let  weal  or 

woe  betide. 
Kinder  is  she  than  sire  or  dame.     Take  heart,  my 

comrades  true, 
'Tis  Teucer  leads  you,  Teucer  reads  fate's  oracles 

for  you. 
The  God  that  errs  not,  Phoebus'  self,  gives  promise 

that  for  me 
A  second  Salamis  shall  rise  in  lands  across  the  sea. 
So   drown    your   cares    in    wine,    stout    hearts    in 

fiercer  conflicts  tried. 
To-morrow  we  will  breast  once  more  the  mighty 

ocean-tide." 
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Why,  Lydia,  why,  in  Heaven's  name 

Are  you  in  such  a  hurry 
To  make  your  darling  Sybaris  tame  ? 

No  dust  nor  sun  could  worry 
That  young  man  once — but  now  he  fears 

The  sunny  "Soldiers'  Plain": 
No  more  he  rides  among  his  peers. 

No  more  delights  to  rein 
His  Gallic  steed  with  savage  bit. 

He's  scared  at  Tiber's  flood  ; 
The  wrestler's  oil — he  shrinks  from  it 

As  if  from  viper's  blood. 
How  many  times,  not  long  ago. 

His  arms  were  black  and  blue 
Because  of  some  enormous  throw 

When  quoit  or  javelin  flew 
Outside  the  boundaries.     That's  all  done  ! 

You've  hidden  him  away 
As  Sea-Queen  Thetis  hid  her  son 

Achilles — so  they  say — 
What  time  the  dolorous  end  of  Troy, 

That  hour  of  blood,  drew  near, 
Lest  manly  garb  dispatch  her  boy 

To  face  the  Lycian  spear. 


HORACE,  I.  9. 

White  is  Soracte,  deep  in  snow  ; 

The  woods  o'erburdened  groan  ; 
Keen  frost  has  checked  the  river's  flow, 

And  winter  claims  its  own. 

Away  with  cold  !     Heap  up  the  fire, 
And  you,  our  banquet's  Lord, 

Bring  down  the  wine  of  our  desire. 
Choice  Sabine,  four  years  stored. 

Leave  to  the  Gods  all  else.     If  they 
Would  lull  the  winds  that  lash 

The  maddened  sea,  the  trees  obey. 
Cypress  and  veteran  ash. 

Seek  not  to  know  what  is  to  be  ; 

Whatever  span  of  days 
F'ate  gives  you,  take  it  thankfully 

And  give  your  luck  the  praise. 

Spurn  not  love's  pleasures  in  your  prime 
Nor  dances,  while  your  bloom 

Is  still  uiimarred  by  envious  time. 
Now  thro'  the  twilight's  gloom 
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At  trysting-time  let  all  repeat 

The  old  familiar  round. 
Once  more  let  amorous  whispers  sweet 

Thro'  parks  and  squares  resound. 

The  maiden,  laughing  happily 

Her  lover  shall  invite 
Once  more  to  find  her,  tho'  she  be 

Deep-hidden  in  the  night  ; 
He  snatch  at  the  love-token,  she 

Resist  with  half  her  might. 
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Glib  Mercury,  Atlas'  grandson 

Who  skilfully  could  mould 
With  music  and  gymnastic 

Rude  minds  of  men  of  old, 
The  messenger  of  Heaven, 

Discoverer  of  the  lyre. 
You  with  a  jest  can  pilfer 

Whatever  you  desire. 
Once,  when  a  boy,  you'd  hidden 

Apollo's  cows  in  play  ; 
He  bade  you  straight  restore  them, 

And  then  the  God  of  day 
Laughed  in  the  midst  of  menace  ; 

You'd  stolen  his  shafts  away. 
Priam  left  Troy  and  baffled 

Atreus'  proud  sons  that  night  ; 
You  led  him  thro'  the  foemen 

Safe  from  the  watch-fires'  light. 
You  guide  the  pious  spirits 

To  their  serene  abode  ; 
The  fleeting  crowd  ot  shadows 

Obey  your  golden  rod  ; 
In  Hades  as  Olympus 

You're  friend  of  every  God. 
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More  beautiful  daughter  of  beautiful  dame, 

On  my  verses  pray  visit  your  ire. 
They  are  libels  and  slanders,  I  own  it  with  shame, 

Let  the  sea  be  their  grave,  or  the  fire. 

Nor  Cybele  wild  nor  the  Pythian  King 

Whose  votaries  thrill  in  his  fane. 
Nor  Bacchus,  dread  God,  nor  the  cymbals  that  ring 

In  the  hands  of  the  Corybant  train 

Can  stir  men  so  fiercely  as  anger  abhorred. 
Unchecked  by  the  ocean  that  ravens. 

Unchecked  by  the  power  of  the  fire  or  the  sword. 
Or  tumultous  fall  of  the  heavens. 

When  Prometheus  was  bidden  to  take  from  each 
beast 
A  portion,  to  add  to  the  clay 
Whence  mortals  were  fashioned,  he  placed  in  man's 
breast 
A  mad  lion's  gall,  so  they  say. 

'Twas  wrath  whelmed  Thyestes  in  ruin  extreme, 
'Twas  wrath  laid  proud  cities  in  dust. 
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And  drove  o'er  the  battlements,  triumph  supreme, 
The  plough  of  the  conquering  host. 

I  too  in  sweet  youth  fell  to  anger  a  prey, 
And  was  hurried,  forgive  me,  by  spleen 

To  headlong  iambics,  athirst  for  the  fray  ; 
I  now  blot  out  all  that  has  been. 

1  bring  sweet  for  bitter,  throw  libels  away  ; 
Once  more  of  my  heart  be  the  queen. 
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Even  you  avoid  me,  Chloe  ; 

You  are  like  a  startled  little  fawn 
Seeking  for  her  anxious  mother 

Over  pathless  hill  and  woodland  lawn  ; 

Idle  fears  distract  her  bosom, 

Fears  of  whispering  winds  and  rustling  trees  ; 
Fluttering  leaves  that  hail  Spring's  advent 

Shake  her  beating  heart  and  trembling  knees  ; 

E'en  the  lizard  green  and  golden 

Frights  her,  as  it  darts  from  thorny  brake. 

Even  so  you  fly  me,  Chloe, 

Pale,  with  shrinking  soul  and  limbs  that  quake. 

'Tis  no  tigress  that  pursues  you, 
'Tis  no  lion  fierce  from  Afric's  sand. 

Leave  your  mother  ;  ripening  summers 
Fit  you  for  a  husband's  loving  hand. 
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Our  dear  one  is  gone,  and  we  fain  must  deplore 
him, 
Unchecked  in  our  yearning,  unashamed  in  our 
moan  ; 
Melpomene  !   teach  us  a  dirge  to  chant  o'er  him, 
Oh  !   dowered  by  the  Father  with  silvery  tone. 

Is  Quinctilius  buried  in  slumber  eternal  ? 

Is  it  true  ?   Ah  !   we  never  shall  meet  with  his 
peer 
For  justice  and  faith,  those  twin-sisters  supernal. 

Self-reverence,  modesty,  truth  without  tear. 

He    is   dead  !    and    how    many    pure    hearts    will 
lament  him  ! 
But,  Vergil,  your  sorrow  surpasses  them  all  ; 
In  trust  for  protection  to  Heaven  you  lent  him, 
How  vain  are  your  prayers  the   fond  trust  to 
recall  ! 

Tho'  tuneful  as  Orpheus,  the  Thracian  singer, 
When  the  grove  was  spell-hound  by  his  magical 
strains, 
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In  vain  will  you  woo  the  wan  phantom  to  linger  ; 
Ne'er  again  will  the  lifeblood  run  brisk  in  his 
veins. 

With  sceptre  of  terror  see  Mercury  wave  him 
To  join  the  grim  train,  and  he  can  but  obey. 

The  gates  of  Death  swing,  no  entreaties  can  save 
him. 
Stern  Mercury  yields  not,  for  all  we  may  pray. 

Ah  !   how  hard  is  the  blow,  and  how  bitter  the 
anguish  ! 
But   the   ill   none   can  cure,  and  'twere  sin  to 
essay  ; 
So   patience  must  school  us,   when  hopeless   we 
languish, 
Our  burden  to  bear,  and  'twill  lessen  each  day. 
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Hush  !   foolish  youths  !  'tis  worthy  of  barbarians 
To  use  as  weapons  for  the  deadly  fray 

These  goblets  fashioned  for  the  reveller's  pastime — 
The  modest  wine-god  shrinks  from  brawls  away. 

'Twixt  lamp-lit  feasts  and  scimitars  of  Persia 
How  vast  the  gulf!  let  godless  clamour  cease, 

Misguided  friends  !   upon  your  cushioned  elbows 
Recline  once  more  in  harmony  and  peace. 

What  !   you  would    have   me   share   your  strong 
Falernian  ? 
Ay,  gladly  ;  if  Megilla's  brother  there 
Will    tell   us   whose   the    shaft   that    wounds    his 
bosom 
With  blissful  torture,  who's  his  lady  fair. 

He  hesitates  !    Then,  friends,  1  will  not  join  you; 

But  come  !   this  goddess,  whosoe'er  she  be. 
Right  well  I  know,  gives  you  no  cause  for  blushes, 

Your  slips  in  love  arc  all  in  honesty. 

Nay,  trust  your  secret  to  mc — I'm  no  tell-tale — 
What  !   she  !   unhappy  boy,  that  cursed  name  ! 
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Poor  wretch  !   you're  struggling  in  a  fatal  whirl- 
pool, 
Surely  you  might  deserve  a  worthier  flame  ! 

Alas  !   no  wizard  with  his  incantations, 

No  witch  ot  Thessaly  can  cure  your  case  ; 

Not  heaven  itself,  no,  nor  the  steed  enchanted 
Could  tame  that  monster  with  a  woman's  face. 


HORACE:    Odes,  1.  29. 

What  ?  do  you  covet  after  all 
The  treasures  of  Arabia's  store  ? 

Do  you  intend  to  bind  in  thrall 

The  dreaded  Mede,  and  shed  the  gore 

Of  stubborn  kings  in  Orient  land  ? 

What  maiden  will  you  homeward  bear, 
Her  lover  slain  by  your  own  hand  ? 

What  princely  boy  with  essenced  hair, 

Schooled  by  his  sire  in  archers'  skill, 
Shall  serve  you  as  you  sit  at  meat  ? 

Streams  after  this  may  run  up  hill, 
And  Tiber  to  his  source  retreat, 

When  you  for  breast-plates  made  in  Spain 
Exchange  the  school  of  Socrates, 

Your  library,  amassed  in  vain  ; 

You  promised  better  things  than  these. 
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What  is  the  poet's  prayer, 

As  at  Apollo's  shrine 
He  pours  from  goblet  fair 

Libations  of  new  wine  ? 

No  store  of  golden  grain 
From  rich  Sardinian  land. 

From  parched  Calabria's  plain 
No  herds  are  his  demand. 

No  Eastern  ivory 

Nor  gold,  no  pastures  wide 
Which  Liris  silently 

Pierces  with  soundless  tide. 

Others  may  prune  the  vine 
Bestowed  by  Fate's  decrees  ; 

Merchants  may  quaff  their  wine 
In  golden  chalices, 

The  wine  for  which  they  change 
Their  Syrian  merchandise  ; 

Freely  o'er  sea  they  range. 
The  Gods  are  their  allies. 
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Olives  and  succory 

And  mallows  are  my  fare. 
Apollo,  graciously 

Hark  to  my  humble  prayer. 

Let  me  enjoy  my  store, 

In  mind  and  body  strong, 
Still,  when  my  locks  are  hoar, 

Endowed  with  tame  and  song. 
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A  GRUDGING  votary  of  Heaven, 
Who  seldom  bowed  the  knee, 

I  drifted,  for  my  heart  was  given 
To  crazed  philosophy. 

Now  must  I  turn  the  helm  and  track 
Once  more  the  ancient  ways  ; 

For  Jove  divides  the  cloudy  rack 
Full  oft  with  lightning's  blaze  ; 

But  now — his  steeds  with  thundering  feet, 

And  flying  car  have  sped 
Thro'  the  bright  blue  ;  the  rivers  fleet 

And  dull  earth  shook  with  dread  ; 

Styx  shook,  and  Taenarus,  realm  of  dread, 

And  Atlas'  boundary  peak. 
'Tis  Jove  brings  down  the  haughty  head, 
'Tis  Jove  exalts  the  weak. 

And,  like  the  fabled  eagle,  Fate 
From  one  will  snatch  the  crown. 

Shrill-screaming,  on  another's  pate 
Will  joy  to  lay  it  down. 
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My  comrades,  drink  !   let  goblets  clink  ! 

With  nimble  foot  and  free 
Come  !   smite  the  earth  in  frolic  mirth, 

And  deck  right  royally 
For  every  God  in  high  abode, 

On  purple  couch  outspread 
The  ample  feasts  oi  Salian  priests, 

'Tis  past !   the  foe  is  dead  ! 

Now  is  the  time  !   ere  this  'twas  crime 

To  spoil  the  ancestral  hoard, 
And  none  might  ask  to  broach  the  cask, 

Where  Caecuban  was  stored  ; 
While  the  mad  queen,  with  frenzied  mien. 

Was  plotting  to  bring  down 
Destruction  dire  and  sword  and  fire 

On  Temple  and  on  Town. 

With  filthy  horde  of  slaves  abhorred 

Of  plague  and  sin  the  prey, 
In  crazy  dreams  and  wanton  schemes 

She  wiled  the  hours  away, 
Drutik  with  excess  ot  sweet  success  ; 

But  in  her  reeling  brain 
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Wine's  fever  dies,  the  madness  flies, 
Her  fears  have  made  her  sane. 

Her  fleet's  aflame  !   her  glory  shame  ! 

See  !   see  !   she  turns  !  she  flies 
Italia's  shore  !   with  labouring  oar 

Leaps  Caesar  on  his  prize  ; 
As  hawk  on  dove  swoops  from  above, 

Or  in  Haemonia's  plains 
Men  drive  the  hare  from  snowy  lair, 

So  eagerly  he  strains 
To  take  this  tool  of  Fate's  misrule 

A  prisoner  in  chains. 

She  fain  would  die  all  royally. 

She  dreads  no  vengeful  blade 
As  woman  may,  nor  speeds  away 

To  hidden  shores,  dismayed. 
With  look  serene,  a  haughty  queen, 

She  views  her  ruined  hall. 
She  dares  to  grasp  the  poisoned  asp. 

And  drain  its  deathly  gall. 

Nerved  by  the  thought  of  death  self-sought. 

Her  lofty  soul  denies 
The  victor-fleet  the  triumph  sweet 

To  bear  their  untamed  prize. 
Stripped  of  her  state,  all  desolate. 

To  glad  the  conqueror's  eyes. 
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Queen  Fortune,  in  sweet  Antium  enshrined, 
Mighty  art  thou  to  rule  us,  mortals  all  ; 

Thou  canst  exalt  the  lowly,  and  canst  bind 
The  victor's  head  with  wreath  of  funeral. 

Thee  the  poor  farmer  woos  with  earnest  prayer, 
And  thee,  the  sailor  on  the  southern  main  ; 

For  thou  art  queen,  the  sea  is  in  thy  care. 
Wild  Dacians,  nomads  of  the  Scythian  plain, 

Yea,  all  the  realms  that  are  have  thee  in  dread. 
All  cities,  Latium  in  her  pride  of  power  ; 

Mothers  of  savage  princes  bow  the  head. 
Purple-clad  tyrants  in  their  triumph's  hour. 

Lest  with  outrao:eous  foot  thou  overturn 
Pillars  deep-rooted  ;  lest  the  multitude, 

Crying"  To  arms,  to  arms"  !  make  dull  hearts  burn, 
And  wreck  proud  empires,  by  thy  will  subdued. 

Before  thy  going  grim  Necessity 

Stalks  ever,  bearing  in  her  brazen  hands 

Great  nails,  the  emblems  of  her  fixity. 
Wedges  and  molten  lead  and  iron  bands. 
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When  thou  wilt  leave  the  dwellings  of  the  proud, 
Estranged  and  clad  in  robes  of  dusky  hue, 

Hope  and,  rare  vision.  Faith  in  snow-white  shroud 
Thy  steps  in  close  companionship  pursue. 

And  then  the  traitors  all  scatter  and  fly. 

The  perjured  courtesan,  the  faithless  friend. 

When  once  the  cask  to  the  very  dregs  is  dry. 
Too  wise  to  share  thy  burden  to  the  end. 

Goddess  !  guard  Caesar  when  he  sails  afar 

To  the  world's  end,  to  distant  Britain's  strand  ; 

Guard  our  new  levies  ;  make  them  feared  in  war 
On  Eastern  ocean  and  on  desert  sand. 

Alas  i  for  our  shame  :  the  blood  of  brothers  shed, 
And  scars  ill-gotten  !      Is  there  any  sin 

We  have  not  sinned  ?     Has  any  holy  dread 

Restrained    our    froward    hearts  .''     We    have 
rushed  in 

To  plunder  sacred  shrines.     Our  very  steel 
Is  blunted  ;  Goddess,  purge  it  in  the  fire  ; 

On  some  new  anvil  forge  it  and  anneal  ; 
On  Eastern  foemen  grant  we  vent  our  ire. 
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I  HATE  all  Persian  pomp  and  luxury  ; 
Wreaths  sewn  on  linden-bark  are  not  for  me  ; 
Seek  not  where  the  last  rose  of  summer  lingers  ; 
I  am  not  anxious  that  your  busy  fingers, 
Boy,  should  improve  upon  my  simple  store  ; 
Myrtle  is  good  enough  ;  I  ask  no  more 
F^or  boy  or  master  ;  let  me  drink  my  wine 
Beneath  the  shelter  of  my  leafy  vine. 
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To  tell  us  all  the  chances  of  the  fight, 

When  Roman  warred  with  Roman,  and  its  birth 

What  time  Metellus  held  the  Consul's  right. 
The  crimes  of  battle  and  the  savage  mirth 

Of  Fortune,  how  in  friendship  fraught  with  ill 
Leaders  were  linked,  how  with  our  own  blood 
shed 

Our  arms  were  stained — that  curse  lies  on  us  still — 
Yours  is  the  task,  the  gambler's  risk  ;  you  tread 

Thin  crust  with  fire  beneath  ;  so,  for  a  time. 
Grave  Tragedy  must  yield,  while  you  relate 

High  happenings  of  our  people,  and  then  sublime 
In  Attic  buskin  you'll  resume  your  state. 

Pollio,  sad  prisoners  know  your  saving  power, 
The  wavering  Fathers  to  your  counsels  bow. 

And  for  your  worth  in  Actium's  crowning  hour, 
Unfading  laurels  twine  about  your  brow. 

You  thrill  me  even  now  ;  the  trumpets  blare. 
As  when  you  read  ;  sudden  the  bugles  blow  ; 

E'en  now  our  flashing  arms  scatter  and  scare 
The  horses  and  the  horsemen  of  the  foe. 
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I  see  the  pageantry  of  captains  stout 

In  glorious  grime  of  war  before  me  roll  ; 

I  see  the  whole  world  tamed  and  put  to  rout — 
Save  only  Cato's  stern  unconquered  soul. 

For  Juno,  and  what  other  Gods  there  be 

Who,  helpless,  left  the  Africa  they  cherished, 

Have  of  the  victors'  sons  claimed  penalty 

For  vengeance  overdue,  and  we  have  perished 

As  offering  to  the  slain  Jugurtha  given. 

What  soil  is  not  enriched  with  Roman  gore  ? 
Our  shame  is  known,  our  sin  cries  out  to  Heaven  ; 

The  Medes  have  heard  Italia's  travail  sore. 

Now  on  the  waters  of  the  world  is  seen 
Our  piteous  carnage  ;  our  Italian  blood 

Has  all  incarnadined  the  ocean's  green. 

And  every  shore  is  stained  with  the  grim  flood. 

Nay,  wanton  Muse,  but  lay  not  thus  aside 

Thy  sport,  to  rival  sad  Simonides  ! 
Rather  in  Venus'  grot  with  me  abide. 

Nor  tune  thy  frivolous  lyre  to  themes  like  these. 
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If  hard  your  fortune,  steel  your  heart  ; 

It  prosperous,  raise  not  hope  too  high  ; 
Subdue  your  soul  to  either  part, 

Dellius,  my  triend,  for  you  must  die. 

If  dark  and  dreary  be  your  way  ; 

Or  if,  in  grassy  nook  supine 
You  keep  a  summer  holiday 

With  choicest  of  Falernian  wine. 

Where  the  huge  pine  and  poplar  white 
Fondly  in  welcome  twine  their  shade — 

Why  chafes  the  stream  in  downward  flight 
Restless  ? — be  here  our  couches  laid. 

Bring  hither  wine  and  unguents,  boy, 
And  roses  rare  of  fleeting  bloom, 

Ere  dreary  eld  can  blight  our  joy, 
And  the  grim  Sisters  weaving  doom. 

Soon  must  you  leave  your  mansion  fair, 
Where  tawny  Tiber  bathes  the  shore. 

Your  parks  and  glades  ;  aye,  soon  your  heir 
Will  make  his  own  your  high-heaped  store. 
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No  matter  if  we  trace  our  birth 

From  beggars  or  from  kings  of  old, 

We  are  but  sojourners  on  earth  ; 
For  rich  or  poor  the  tale  is  told  ; 

Puppets  of  a  relentless  fate 

One  road  lies  for  us  all  to  tread  ; 

From  Fortune's  urn,  or  soon  or  late, 
Leap  torth  our  names,  and  we  are  sped 

To  that  sad  ship  which  has  for  freight 
The  exiles  of  all  time,  the  Dead. 
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Nay,  blush  not,  friend,  that  you're  in  love. 
And  with  your  maid  ;  in  days  of  old 

The  slave  Briseis'  face  could  move 
With  deep  desire  Achilles  bold. 

And  mighty  Ajax,  prince  of  power. 
Captive  Tecmessa  swayed  his  soul  ; 

Atrides,  in  his  triumph's  hour. 

Could  cherish  still  the  slave  he  stole, 

— What  time  the  savage  hordes  lay  dead 
On  the  Thessalian  victor's  way. 

And,  Hector  in  his  latest  bed, 

Troy  fell  to  Greece  an  easy  prey. — 

For  all  you  know,  her  pedigree 
May  shed  a  lustre  on  your  own  ; 

Perchance,  in  her  captivity 

She's  mourning  for  a  long-lost  throne 

And  royal  sires,  your  fair-haired  maid  ; 

She  comes  not  of  the  vulgar  herd 
The  girl  you  love  ;  no  tawdry  jade 

Was  e'er  her  mother,  trust  my  word. 
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What  can  she  know  of  greed  or  guile 

With  that  sweet  face  ?  she's  fond  and  true. 

Those  shapely  arms,  that  winning  smile, 
Those  ankles  round  ! — I  envy  you  ! 

But,  my  young  triend,  my  rhapsodies 

Are  quite  Platonic,  never  fear  ! 
E'en  now  old  Time,  as  hist  he  flies, 

Is  winding  up  my  fortieth  year. 
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Septimius,  who  are  vowed  to  go 

With  me,  where'er  I  choose  to  roam, 

'Mid  Spaniards,  still  a  stubborn  foe. 
Or  where  the  savage  Syrtes  foam  ; 

Oh  !   might  I  find  on  Tibur's  strand 
At  last,  in  my  old  age,  release 

From  journeyings  by  sea  and  land 
And,  after  weary  warfare,  peace. 

But,  if  the  cruel  fates  deny 
This  refuge  to  me,  may  I  rest 

Where  sweet  Galaesus  ripples  by. 

And  sheep  in  coats  of  skins  are  drest. 

Tarentum  by  the  Spartan  raised. 

Earth's  fairest  corner,  smiles  on  me. 

Hymettus'  honey's  overpraised — 
Venafrum's  idle  rivalry 

Yields  to  our  olive  :  early  spring. 

Mild  winter's  ours,  by  grace  of  God  ; 

Falernian  vineyards  cannot  bring 

Such  grapes  as  on  our  slopes  are  trod. 
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These  happy  hills  invite  us  here 
To  live  together,  and — at  the  end, 

Grace  with  the  tribute  of  a  tear 
The  ashes  of  your  poet  friend. 
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My  earliest  friend  and  best  !   where  Brutus  led 
Together  oft  we  fronted  fearful  odds  ; 

Who  has  restored  you,  once  again  to  tread 

Your  country's   soil  and  greet  your  country's 
Gods, 


And  still  a  citizen  ?     Ah  !   Pompey  mine. 
In  your  sweet  company  the  lagging  hours 

Would  speed  the  easier,  as  we  drank  our  wine 
And    gaily    crowned    our    essenced    hair    with 
flowers. 


With  you  I  fled  on  grim  Philippi's  day  : 

Backward    in    headlong   rout    our    ranks    were 
thrust  ; 

Shameful  wc  flung  the  hampering  shield  away  ; 
The  brave  were  broken,  the  proud  bit  the  dust. 

But  me,  poor  coward,  Mercury  bore  afar 

Swift  thro'  the  foe  in  clinging  mist  concealed  ; 

You  on  its  stormy  stream  the  tide  of  war 
Swept  back  into  the  perils  of  the  field. 
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Wherefore  discharge  your  vow.     Duly  provide 
A  banquet  for  high  Jove,  and  then  lie  down, 

War-weary  veteran,  by  your  comrade's  side 
Beneath  my  laurel,  and  our  cares  we'll  drown 

In  Lethe's  fount,  the  wine-bowl.     There's  good 
store 
W^aiting  you  here.      Fill  up  to  the  very  brim 
The  polished  cups  !     From  wide-mouthed  flasks 
outpour 
Perfumes  !     What  slave  has  the  task  laid  on 
him 

To  weave  us  wreaths  of  myrtle  speedily 

Or  twining  parsley  ?  whom  will  the  dice  ordain 

To  lead  our  revel  ?     Avaunt,  sobriety  ! 

I'll  rival  Bacchus  !   Here's  my  friend  again  ! 
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Barine,  if  a  blackened  tooth 
Or  broken  nail  for  broken  troth 

Should  mar  your  perfect  grace, 
I  might  believe  you,  but  your  head 
Is  crowned  with  perjuries  instead. 

And  fairer  still  your  face. 

You  pass  seductively  along 

And  all  the  young  men  round  you  throng 

To  view  so  sweet  a  sight. 
It  pays  you  then  to  flout  with  lies 
Your  mother's  tomb,  and,  in  the  skies, 

The  stars  of  silent  night. 

The  Gods  who  know  not  chilly  Death 
Reck  not  ;  your  vows  are  idle  breath, 

A  source  of  harmless  joy  ; 
Nay,  even  Venus  can  but  smile. 
Aye,  and  fair  Nymphs  devoid  of  guile 

And  her  unfeeling  boy  : 

What  tho'  he  sharpens  darts  afire 
On  bloody  whetstone  of  desire. 
E'en  Cupid  pardons  you. 
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Our  very  children  are  your  slaves  ; 
No  former  lover,  howe'er  he  raves, 
Withdraws  his  tribute  due  : 

And  anxious  mothers  tear  you  sore 
For  their  sons'  sake,  and  misers  hoar. 

And  the  unhappy  bride, 
Lest  you  delay,  no  vain  alarm. 
Her  husband's  coming  by  your  charm 

And  keep  him  by  your  side. 
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The  rolling  years,  the  rolling  years 

Are  fleeting  fast  away  ; 
Nor  pious  prayers  nor  piteous  tears 

Can  gain  an  hour's  delay 
From  wrinkled  eld  whose  advent  nears, 

And  death's  resistless  sway. 

With  blood  of  bulls  you  will  not  win 

A  span  of  life  renewed 
From  iron  Pluto,  who  hems  in. 

Where  Stygian  waters  brood, 
The  monster  Geryon  for  his  sin 

And  Tityus  subdued. 

That  river  all  who  live  by  bread, 
Peasant  and  king,  must  sail. 

Vainly  we  flee  the  War-god's  tread, 
Or  Hadria's  hoarsest  gale  ; 

Vainly  in  poisonous  autumn  dread 
Lest  Auster's  blasts  assail. 

We  all  must  face  Cocytus  there 
With  stream  of  dusky  hue 


HORACE  I2S 

Sluggishly  winding  ;  the  despair 

Of  Danaids,  who  slew 
Their  lords,  and  Sisyphus  who  must  bear 

Eternal  toil,  his  due. 

Each  one  must  leave  his  house  and  lands, 

The  wife  he  held  so  dear, 
And,  all  too  soon,  by  Fate's  commands, 

The  trees  he  loved  to  rear  ; 
Only  the  gloomy  cypress  stands 

To  show  his  tomb  is  here. 

A  wiser,  worthier  heir  will  drain 

The  wine  he  used  to  treasure 
Barred  with  a  hundred  bolts  in  vain  ; 

Now,  squandered  without  measure. 
Twill  splash  the  floor  with  costly  stain. 

Fit  wine  for  Pontiff's  pleasure. 
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For  peace  prays  the  weary  sailor 

On  the  wide  Aegean  tost, 
When  stormy  night  veils  the  moonbeams'  light. 

And  his  guiding  stars  are  lost. 

For  peace  prays  the  war-worn  Thracian, 

Bow-bearing  Mede,  for  peace  ; 
But  ne'er  with  gold  nor  purple  fold 

Nor  gems  will  he  buy  release. 

No  pomp,  no  staves  of  office 

Drive  thronging  cares  frorn  our  ways, 

They  hover  nigh  'neath  the  gilded  sky 
Of  a  fretted  ceiling's  blaze. 

Blest  he  who  lives  contented 

With  the  board  his  father  spread  ; 

Greed  cannot  snare  nor  terror  scare 
Coy  slumber  from  his  bed. 

Sons  of  a  day,  why  aim  we 

So  boldly  and  so  high  .'' 
New  suns  may  blaze  on  our  restless  ways — 

Our  homes,  not  our  hearts  we  fly. 
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Care  climbs  the  bronze-beaked  galley, 

Vies  with  the  war-steed's  pace, 
Swifter  care's  blight  than  stags  in  flight, 

Or  clouds  which  storm-winds  chase. 

The  heart  that  loves  the  present 
Must  shrink  from  further  quest, 

And  meet  ill-tate  with  a  smile  sedate  ; 
Nothing  is  wholly  blest. 

Achilles  fell  in  his  spring-time — 

Ageing  eternally 
Tithonus  lies  ;  what  Fate  denies 

To  you,  may  flow  to  me. 

You  have  herds  around  you  lowing, 

Rare  cattle,  many  a  head  ; 
A  mare  of  pace  for  the  chariot-race 

Is  neighing  at  your  tread. 

Fashioned  ot  costly  fleeces 

Your  garments  splendid  shine. 
They  twice  have  lain  in  purple  stain  ; 

A  few  small  fields  arc  mine. 

And  mine,  by  a  Fate  which  cheats  not. 

To  echo  distantly 
Hellenic  song,  and  to  scorn  the  throng 

Which  snarls  malignantly. 
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Why  torture  my  heart  with  your  bodings  of  ill, 
Maecenas,  my  champion,  my  pride  ? 

You  shall  not  die  before  me,  'tis  not  Heaven's 
will. 
And  Heaven  and  I  are  allied. 

With  you  snatched  away  by  too  early  a  fate 
The  half  of  my  life  would  be  gone. 

And  the  other  half,  slighted,  bereft  of  its  mate. 
Why  should  it  drag  lingering  on  ? 

No  !  the  same  day  shall  end  us  ;  in  earnest  I  swear  ; 

I'll  follow,  I'll  follow  your  tread  ; 
Like  a  trusty  companion  I'll  stoutly  prepare 

To  pass  with  you  down  to  the  dead. 

No  fiery  Chimaera  with  fabulous  breath, 

No  giant  in  life  reinstated 
Shall  sever  us  twain  in  the  hour  of  our  death  ; 

'Tis  the  ruling  of  Justice,  'tis  fated. 

Was  my  "Lord  of  Ascendant"  the  Scorpion  or 
Scales 
Or  Capricorn,  tyrant  of  Ocean  .'' 
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Whichever  the  star  o'er  my  fortune  prevails, 
Our  horoscopes  match,  I've  a  notion. 

Jove's  guardian  radiance  snatched  you  away 

From  villainous  Saturn's  embraces 
And   stayed   the  winged   Doom.     Oh  !   that  glad 
holiday 

When  a  tuU  house  with  radiant  faces 

Gave  three  hearty  cheers  for  your  lucky  escape, 
W^hile  that  rascally  tree  would  have  brained  me, 

But  Faunus  averted  the  blow  from  my  nape  ; 
This  Mercury's  favour  had  gained  me. 

Then  forget  not  the  sacrifice  vowed  for  your  life, 
And  erect  as  thank-offering  a  shrine  ; 

While  one  modest  lamb  shall  ensanguine  the  knife, 
In  return  for  that  rescue  of  mine. 
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AvAUNT  !  abhorred  herd  profane  !  be  hushed,  ill- 
omened  noise  ! 

'Tis  mine,  the  Muses'  priest,  to  sing  new  songs  to 
girls  and  boys. 

Great  kings  may  shepherd  their  own  folk, 
To  Jove  those  kings  bow  down  ; 

To  Jove  who  crushed  the  Giant  brood, 
And  rules  all  by  his  frown. 

One  man  may  boast  wide  wealth  of  vines, 

One  birth,  one  spotless  fame. 
One  has  a  mighty  following. 

Each  his  peculiar  claim 

To  place  and  power  ;  but,  high  and  low. 

From  her  capacious  urn 
Fate  shakes  out  names  impartially, 

And  each  must  die  in  turn. 

If  always  o'er  your  impious  head. 

Like  that  Sicilian  lord, 
You  see,  'mid  sumptuous  banqueting, 

A  dangling  naked  sword. 
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No  cates  will  win  you  appetite, 

Music  of  lyre  nor  bird 
Will  bring  you  sleep — that  gentle  sleep 

Comes  freely  to  the  herd, 

Scorns  not  to  bless  his  humble  cot, 

Is  wooed  'neath  shade  of  trees. 
Or  where  the  quiet  grassy  vale 

Is  ruffled  by  the  breeze. 

Seek  but  a  bare  sufficiency — 

No  cause  have  you  to  quail, 
Tho'  autumn  blasts  be  on  the  wave, 

And  vines  be  lashed  by  hail, 
Tho',  pleading  drought  or  savage  storm. 

Your  treacherous  crop  may  fail. 

See  how  the  rich  man's  palaces 

Push  out  into  the  main, 
While,  penned  within  a  narrowing  bound, 

The  crowded  fish  complain  ; 

Mark  how  the  builders  sink  their  piles, 

A  swarming,  toiling  band  ; 
Here  comes  the  lord  whom  luxury 

Has  taught  to  scorn  the  land. 

But  fear  and  danger  still  pursue. 
Grim  care  is  on  his  track. 
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It  climbs  the  brazen  poop,  and  clings 
Behind  the  rider's  back. 

Since  Eastern  marble  cannot  soothe, 
Nor  star-bright  purple  cheer. 

Nor  choicest  wines  nor  perfumes  lift 
The  load  of  grief  and  fear. 

Why  should  I  raise  new-fangled  halls 

For  men  to  envy  me  ? 
Why  change  my  peaceful  Sabine  vale 

For  wealth  and  misery  ? 
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He  who  loves  justice,  he  whose  will  is  strong 
Before  the  tyrant's  scowl  will  never  quail  ; 

Naught  bends  his  iron  purpose  ;  not  the  throng 
Afire  tor  slaughter,  nor  the  blustering  gale 

That  rules  the  restless  Adriatic  wave. 

Nor  bolt  from  Jove's  great  hand  upon  him  hurled ; 

Undaunted  'mid  the  terror  he  will  brave 
The  crashing  downfall  of  a  ruined  world. 

Pollux  that  way  and  roaming  Hercules 

With  mighty  strain  scaled  Heaven's  fiery  height. 

Where  great  Augustus  in  recumbent  ease 

Quaffs  nectar's  sweets  with  lips  divinely  bright. 

These  be  the  arts  whereby  stout  Bacchus  won 
The  tameless  necks  of  tigers  to  his  yoke, 

And  Romulus  heavenward  fled  from  Acheron 
On  his  Sire's  steeds  upborn.    Then  Juno  spoke, 

A  welcome  word  at  the  Gods'  council-board  ; 
"  Ilium  fell,  IHum  dragged  to  dust 
By  Destiny's  tool,  that  arbiter  abhorred, 
And  her  from  overseas  who  served  his  lust. 
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We  doomed  them  all,  Pallas  the  Maid  and  1, 
Since  long  ago  Laomedon  forsworn 

Robbed  of  their  due  reward  the  Gods  on  high  ; 
By  people  and  king  the  burden  has  been  born. 

No  more  the  glamour  of  that  ill-famed  guest 
Dazzles  the  eyes  of  his  Greek  paramour  ; 

The  perjured  stock  of  Priam  can  resist 

With  Hector's  strength  my  warriors  no  more. 

So  the  great  war,  prolonged  by  strife  divine, 
Is  dead  ;  the  burden  of  my  grievous  ire 

Is  lifted  now.     Willingly  1  resign 

My  hated  grandson  unto  Mars  his  sire. 

The  boy  whom  once  the  Trojan  priestess  bare 
May  enter  now  the  halls  of  heavenly  light, 

Take  rank  among  the  Gods  who  know  not  care  ; 
There  let  him  quaff  nectar  to  his  delight. 

While  wide  and  perilous  seas  avail  to  sever 

Old  Troy  from  Rome,  far  from  their  ancient 
lands 

The  exiles  where  they  please  may  reign  for  ever. 
While  cattle  evermore  in  vagrant  bands 

Stamp  o'er  the  tombs  where  Priam  and  Paris  lie, 
And  beasts  of  prey  on  that  abandoned  ground 

Unpunished  hide  their  cubs,  so  long  to  the  sky 
The  Capitol  shall  blaze  ;  the  Medes  fast  bound 
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By  iron  law,  shall  bow  to  conquering  Rome  ; 

Her  name  of  dread  shall  fly  to  furthest  shores 
Where  between  Africa  and  Europe  foam 

TheWestern  waves,  or  where  the  Niledownpours 

O'er  Egypt's  sand  its  fertilising  flow — 
(But  Romans  ever  must  be  strong  of  will 

To  spurn  the  gold  still  virgin  tar  below  ; 

Nay,  leave  it  in  the  mine,  that  source  of  ill  ; 

Let  not  the  hand  that  spares  no  sacred  thing 
Wrest  it  to  human  needs.)    Rome's  conquering 
might 

Shall  reach  unscathed  the  barriers  that  ring 
The  universe,  and  view  with  stern  delight 

The  realms  where  fiery  powers  hold  revelry, 
Or  cloud-swept  haunts  of  rain.    Lo  !    I  proclaim 

To  all  the  Spear-God's  sons  my  stern  decree — 
No  piety,  no  trust  in  ancient  fame 

Must  lure  them  to  rebuild  their  ancient  Troy  ; 

Re-risen  Troy  shall  meet  a  doom  renewed, 
Mourning  and  Death  ;   my  armies  shall  destroy 

The  foe,  when  I  revive  the  ancient  feud, 

I,  of  great  Jove  sister  and  wife  in  one  ; 

Thrice  let  Apollo  build  his  brazen  wall  ; 
Thrice  shall  their  women  wail  for  spouse  and  son, 

For  thrice  before  my  Argivcs  it  shall  fall." 
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My  wilful  Muse,  what  more  will  you  relate  ? 

Your  sportive  lyre  ill  with  such  themes  agrees. 
Unfold  no  more  of  the  high  Gods'  debate  ; 

Your  feeble  strains  but  slight  great  verities. 
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Come  down,  oh  !   queenly  Muse,  from  heights  of 
Heaven, 

And  chant  a  stately  song,  Calliope, 
To  sound  ot  flute,  or  lyre  by  Phoebus  given. 

Or  let  thy  voice  ring  out  alone  and  free. 

Do  ye  hear  me.  Sisters  ?  or  does  fond  delusion 
Mock  me  ?     Methinks  I  hear  you,  and  I  seem 

To  wander  thro'  your  holy  glades'  seclusion 
Threaded  by  pleasant  breeze  and  pleasant  stream. 

Once,  as  on  Vultur's  sunny  slope  I  lay 
Beyond  Apulia's  bound,  my  mother-land, 

O'ercome  by  sleep  and  all  outworn  with  play, 
In  lusty  childhood  under  heaven's  hand, 

The  storied  doves  spread  leaves  new-fallen  on  me  : 
Thro'  Bantia's  woods  a  miracle  confest, 

Forentum's  valley  of  fertility, 

And  lofty  Achcrontia's  crag-built  nest. 

All  marvelled  how  I  slept  secure,  alone, 

Unharmed  by  poisonous  snake  or  savage  bear, 
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Myrtle  and  sacred  laurel  o'er  me  strown  ; 
Ye  Muses  held  me  in  your  fostering  care. 

Yours,  I  am  yours  upon  the  Sabine  heights, 
If  Tibur's  slopes  invite  my  steps  to  stray. 

If  cool  Praeneste  lure  me  with  delights. 
Or  liquid  azure  over  Baiae's  bay. 

Because  I  loved  your  founts,  your  dance  and  song, 
When  fell  the  tree  accursed,  you  were  my  shield, 

That   dangerous    headland    wrought   me   never  a 
wrong, 
Nor  all  the  carnage  of  Philippi's  field. 

If  you  will  lead,  right  gladly  I  will  face 
The  raving  Bosporus,  the  desert  sand 

Of  parching  Syria,  gladly,  by  your  grace. 
Tread  the  inhospitable  British  strand. 

With  you  I'll  meet  those  savages  of  Spain 

Who  find  in  horses'  blood  a  drink  to  charm  ; 

Bow-bearing  tribes  upon  the  Danube's  plain  ; 
See  Scythian  streams,  and  never  come  to  harm. 

You  greet  high  Caesar  on  your  sacred  ground, 
Refresh  his  soul  in  respite  from  his  toil. 

When  for  his  war-worn  soldiers  he  has  found 
Befitting  homes  upon  Italian  soil. 

Peaceful  your  counsel,  and  with  gladness  given, 
Ye  kindly  maids  !    We  know  that  godless  race. 


HORACE 


•39 


The  ugly  Titan  horde,  and  how  Jove's  levin 
Once  flung  them  headlong  from  their  pride  of 
place, 

That  Jove,  who  sways  dull  earth  and  windy  ocean, 
Cities  of  men  and  realm  of  nether  glooms. 

And  Gods  above  and  all  our  human  motion. 
Serene,  unaided,  with  impartial  dooms. 

Yet  even  Jove  beheld  with  mighty  dread 
The  onrush  of  the  Giants  who  aspired 

To  pile  upon  Olympus'  leafy  head 

Pelion,  with  pride  of  youth  and  courage  fired. 

But  Pallas'  clashing  aegis  meets  the  churls. 
And  sturdy  Mimas  and  Porphyrion, 

Grim  monster,  and  Enceladus  who  hurls 
Uprooted  tree-trunks,  all  rush  vainly  on. 

And  there  stands  Vulcan,  greedy  for  the  foe, 
Juno,  Heaven's  mother,  and  Apollo  there. 

Who  from  his  shoulders  ne'er  lays  down  his  bow, 
Who  loves  to  unbind  and  bathe  his  flowing  hair 

In  purest  dews  oi  his  own  Castaly, 

Who  thro'  the  I.ycian  glades  delights  to  roa?n, 
Or  natal  woods  'mid  the  Aegean  sea, 

Kor  Patara  and  Delos  arc  his  home. 

Thus  into  ruin  falls  by  its  own  weight 

Force  that  lacks  counsel  ;    Force  by  counsel  led 
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The  Gods  advance  to  higher  things.     They  hate 
The  audacity  wherefrom  all  ills  are  bred. 

Gyas,  dread  monster,  be  my  witness  sure, 
And  wild  Orion  who,  as  all  men  know. 

Assailed  chaste  Dian  with  his  lust  impure. 
And  fell  a  victim  to  the  Maiden's  bow. 

Hark   how  the  Earth-mother  makes  her  piteous 
moan 

For  her  own  Giant  brood  for  ever  pent 
Beneath  her,  or  to  ghastly  Orcus  thrown 

By  the  bolt  of  Jove,  in  endless  punishment. 

Aetna's  fierce-darting  flames  cannot  consume 
The  mountain  prison,  and  the  vulture's  bill 

Still  gnaws  lewd  Tityus,  an  undying  doom  ; 
Lustful  Pirithous  lies  in  fetters  still. 
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Oh  !  son  of  Rome,  not  yours  the  byegone  crime, 
Yet  for  your  fathers'  trespass  you  must  pay, 

Till  you  rebuild  the  shrines  outworn  by  Time, 
And  from  the  statues  cleanse  the  filth  away. 

You  rule  as  God's  vice-gerent.     This  must  be 
The  end,  as  the  beginning,  of  your  power. 

For  slighted  Gods  to  storm-tost  Italy 

Have  sent  in  vengeance  many  a  bitter  hour. 

Twice  Parthia's  chivalry  has  turned  to  flight 
Our  hosts,  whom  Heaven  had  blessed  not  as  of 
yore. 

And  with  victorious  smile  of  proud  delight 
Added  our  treasures  to  their  scanty  store. 

Nay,  while  we  blindly  nursed  domestic  feud, 
The  flying  shafts  of  the  dread  Dacian  foe 

And  Egypt's  fleet  in  abject  servitude 
Almost  had  laid  our  glorious  City  low. 

A  generation  steeped  in  lust  and  sin 

Had   fouled  our  marriage-ties   our  homes  and 
blood  ; 
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'Twas  here  the  first  contagion  entered  in  ; 

Over  our  people  streamed  the  poisonous  flood. 

Our  girls  rejoice  in  lewd  Ionian  dance, 

Their  ripening  senses  lured  by  dangerous  arts, 

They  welcome  passion's  profligate  advance 
In  the  recesses  of  their  youthful  hearts. 

And  next  the  wife,  while  her  complaisant  spouse 
Gloats  o'er  the  wine,  turns  to  some  comely  boy  ; 

In  darkness  and  at  random  she  allows. 
To  all  who  seek,  furtive  forbidden  joy. 

They  call  her  openly,  her  husband  hears  ; 

Pedlar  or  captain  of  a  ship  of  Spain — 
She  to  each  summons  offers  willing  ears  ; 

The  price  is  high,  that  pays  for  honour's  stain. 

Not  this  the  race,  nor  from  such  parents  sprung, 
That  dyed  the  wave  so  deep  with  Punic  gore. 

Slew  great  Antiochus,  and  to  ruin  flung 
Pyrrhus,  and  Hannibal,  dread  foe  of  yore. 

Nay,  but  a  manly  race  of  soldiers,  reared 

Of  peasant  stock,  and  trained  to  till  the  soil, 

And,  at  stern  bidding  of  a  mother  feared, 
To  store  the  faggots,  meed  of  honest  toil, 

What  time  the  Sun  in  his  diurnal  car 

Lengthening  the  mountain  shadows,  raised  the 
yoke 
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From  weary  oxen,  and,  departing  far, 
Led  in  the  hour  beloved  of  rustic  folk. 

What  has  not  cankering  Time  to  ruin  brought  ? 

Our  sires  outvied  their  sires  in  godless  ways, 
And  gave  us  birth,  with  deeper  evil  fraught  ; 

Our  sons  out-sin  us  ;  so  the  race  decays. 
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"While   I   found  grace,  dear,  in  your  sight, 
And  no  more  favoured  one  might  zone 
With  eager  arms  your  bosom  white. 
No  king  was  happier  on  his  throne." 

"While  you  had  felt  no  fiercer  flame. 
And  Chloe  filled  not  Lydia's  place, 
I,  Lydia  of  immortal  fame, 
Excelled  in  glory  Ilia's  race." 

"Now  Thracian  Chloe  sways  my  heart, 
Well  versed  in  song  and  harper's  skill  ; 
For  her  I'd  dare  with  life  to  part. 

If  Fate  would  leave  her  blooming  still." 

"We  love  so  fiercely — he  and  I  ! 
Calais  is  my  dearest  joy, 
For  him  twice  o'er  I'd  gladly  die, 

If  Fate  would  spare  my  darling  boy." 

"But  what  if  ancient  Love  unite 

In  brazen  band  our  hearts  once  more  ? 
If  auburn  Chloe,  put  to  flight. 

To  banished  Eydia  ope  the  door  .''" 
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"Tho'  he  is  fair  as  starry  sky, 

You,  fiercer  than  the  ravening  sea. 
Lighter  than  cork,  I'll  live  and  die 
With  you,  beloved,  contentedly." 


'45 


HORACE,  111.  13,. 

Bandusia's  spring,  as  crystal  bright, 

Sweet  wine  and  garlands  due 
Are  yours,  and  soon  to-morrow's  light 

Shall  bring  a  kid  to  you  : 

Child  of  the  playful  herd,  he  seems 

Most  fit  for  love  and  strife 
With  budding  horns — vain,  idle  dreams  1 

For  yours  is  his  young  life. 
His  blood  shall  dye  your  chilly  streams, 

He's  destined  for  the  knife. 

The  Dog-star's  blaze  with  madness  fired 

Spares  you  :  you  ever  keep 
For  oxen  with  the  ploughshare  tired 

And  restless  thirsty  sheep 

Your  cooling  balm.     You'll  take  your  place 

'Mid  fountains  of  renown, 
For  1  will  sing  your  cavern's  grace 

With  hoary  ilex  crown — 
That  cavern,  whence  in  headlong  race 

Your  waters  prattle  down. 
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Thou  wooer  of  wood-nymphs,  that  flee  from  thy 

charm  ! 
Come  hither,  O  Faunus  !   to  my  sunny  farm. 
Guard,   coming  and  going,  my  younglings  from 

harm  ! 

For  thee,  as  each  year  wanes,  a  kidling  must  die, 
For  thee  stands  the  goblet,  with  wine  brimming 

high—  ^ 
Wine,    Love's  boon-companion — when  winter  is 

nigh. 

High    smokes    my   old   altar   with    incense,    thou 

seest, 
The    herd    in    the    meadow    frisks,   greeting   thy 

feast, 
In  holiday  leisure  rejoice  man  and  beast. 

Wolves  sport  with    the  young  lambs,  that  know 

not  of  dread. 
The  wood  sheds  her  treasures  to  garland  thy  head. 

The  ploughman,  in  rhythm,  trips  merrily  now 
On  earth,  his  old  foeman,  so  stubborn  to  plough. 
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My  rustic  Phildyle,  if  you  but  pray 

With  palms  uplifted  when  the  moon  is  born  ; 
If  you  but  charm  the  Lares'  wrath  away 

With  sucking-pig  and  incense  and  young  corn  ; 
Your  fruitful  vine  shall  feel  no  Southern  gale, 
Unmarred    by   blight   shall   be    the   crops   you 
raise  ; 
The  lambs,  the  kids  you  cherish  shall  not  fail, 
Tho'  dire  the  menace  of  the  Autumn  days. 
Tho'  herds  on  snowy  Algidus  may  feed 
'Mid  oak  or  ilex,  or  in  Alban  glade. 
Reared  up  as  victims  and  foredoomed  to  bleed 

Beneath  the  pontiff's  sacrificial  blade. 
No  need  for  you  to  court  with  blood  of  sheep 

Your  tiny  household  Gods  so  lavishly  ; 
If  you  weave  chaplets  for  them,  you  will   keep 

Their  love  with  myrtle  sprays  and  rosemary. 
If  hands  that  touch  the  altar  shall  be  pure. 

The  Gods  of  Home  have  all  forgot  your  fault; 
No  costlier  offering  better  could  secure 

Pardon,  than  ritual  meal  and  crackling  salt. 
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M^CENAS  !   Royal  child  of  Tuscan  line, 

This  while  the  roses  bloom 
To  greet  you  ;  I've  an  unbroached  cask  of  wine 

And  rich  perfume. 

Haste  then  !    no  more  from  far  look  down  on  us  ; 

To  fertile  Tibur  come, 
To  Aesula's  slopes,  and  where  Telegonus 

Once  made  his  home. 

Leave  your  proud  state,  your  halls  that  skyward 
soar  ; 

Cease  tor  a  little  while 
To  gloat  on  your  gay  City's  smoke  and  roar. 

Change  can  beguile 

The  rich  man,  and  the  humble  clean-swept  cot, 

The  poor  man's  simple  fare, 
Ungraced  by  cloth  of  purple,  will  unknot 

The  brow  of  care. 

For  sec  !   in  Heaven  Andromeda's  bright  sire 

And  Leo's  blaze  accurst. 
Aye,  and  the  Dog-star  bode  with  sudden  fire 

Summer  and  thirst. 
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Once  more  with  drooping  flock  the  shepherd  fares 

Weary  to  woods  and  streams  ; 
The  flowery  bank  bereft  of  vagrant  airs 

Breathlessly  dreams. 

But  you  are  pondering  with  anxious  brow 

Your  grave  affairs  of  State  ; 
Parthians  and  Scythians  are  your  burden  now, 

Foes  at  the  Gate. 

By  God's  forethought  the  book  of  Fate  is  sealed 

In  darkness,  as  of  night  ; 
He  smiles,  if  anxious  hearts  would  see  revealed 

More  than  is  right. 

Shape  then  your  Present  with  a  tranquil  soul  ; 

The  rest  is  mystery, 
A  river  whose  waters  now  serenely  roll 

To  the  great  sea  ; 

Now  sweep  away  boulders,  uprooted  trees, 
Wrecked  homes  and  cattle  drowned. 

When  the  fierce  deluge  stirs  the  streams  at  peace  ; 
Hills,  woods  resound. 

Lord  of  himself  is  he  who,  well-content, 

Can  say  to  his  own  soul, 
"To-day  you've  lived  ;   let  Jove  in  the  firmament 

To-morrow  roll 
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Storm-clouds  or  waves  of  sunlight  ;  but  the  Past 

He  never  can  undo, 
Nor  cancel  what  the  hour,  that  flies  so  fast, 

Has  brought  to  you." 

For  Fortune  revelling  in  her  cruelty, 

Still  at  her  mocking  game. 
Shifts  her  awards,  to  you  and  now  to  me. 

The  wanton  shame  ! 

I  bless  her  while  she's  mine,  but  if  she  stir 

Her  sudden  wings,  and  fly, 
I  render  up  her  gifts  and  offer  her 

A  calm  Goodbye  ; 

Then,  panoplied  in  virtue  for  the  fray 

I  seek  an  honest  wife 
In  dowerless  Poverty  ;  'tis  not  my  way, 

When  storms  are  rife, 


And  my  mast  groans  beneath  the  Afric  gales. 

To  fall  on  abject  knees 
And  bargain  with  the  Gods  to  save  my  bales 

From  greedy  seas. 

And  so  twin  Pollux  and  his  brother-twin 

Will  waft  me  o'er  the  foam  ; 
My  tiny  craft  thro'  perilous  seas  will  win 

In  safety  home. 
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Now    have    1    raised  a   monument   more   durable 

than  brass, 
Whose  stately  heights  the  royal  pomp  of  pyra- 
mids surpass  ; 
Nor  sapping  rains  can  'minish  it,  nor  all  the  north 

wind's  rage. 
Nor    the    unnumbered    lapse   of  years,    that  roll 

from  age  to  age. 
And   never   can    1    wholly   die ;    the   nobler   part 

of  me 
Shall  'scape  the  Death-Queen  ;  I  shall  live,  fresh 

to  posterity. 
While  still  the  pontiff  grave  shall  climb  the  Capitol 

in  state, 
Attended  by  the  virgin  train,  with  voiceless  lips 

sedate. 
Me  shall  men  sing  where  Aufidus'  swift  torrent 

frets  his  banks. 
Where  Daunus,  lord  of  arid  soil,  once  ruled  his 

rustic  ranks. 
For  I  am  he,  a  mighty  power,  tho'  once  of  low 

degree, 
The    first    of  all    our    bards    to    mould    JEolhn 

minstrelsy 
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To  Latin  measures.  Take,  my  Muse,  thy  hard- 
won  prize  divine. 

And  freely  wreathe  my  brow  with  bays,  plucked 
from  Apollo's  shrine. 
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My  friend,  he  tempts  the  fate  of  Icarus 

Whoe'er  would  rival  Pindar's  fame  ; 
He'll  soar  on  wings  like  those  of  Daedalus 

And  leave  some  glassy  sea  his  name. 
For  Pindar,  like  a  hill-fed  stream  down-roaring 

That  bursts  its  banks,  fulfilled  by  rains. 
Foams  on  in  headlong  majesty  outpouring 

In  his  deep  organ-voice  such  strains 
As  mark  him  worthy  of  Apollo's  bay. 

Whether  in  dithyramb  he  dare 
Phrases  new-coined  and  boldly  sweep  away 

Shackles  of  rhythm  that  others  wear  ; 
Or  if  he  sing  of  Gods  and  sons  of  Gods, 

Kings  who  of  old  in  deadly  fight 
Slew  the  grim  Centaurs  against  tearful  odds. 

Quenched  the  Chimaera's  fiery  might  ; 
Or  those  who  homeward  from  Olympia  throng 

Bay-wreathed  for  skill  with  fist  or  steed  : 
Better  than  many  statues,  Pindar's  song 

Immortalizes  every  deed. 
Anon  in  dirges  he  extols  to  heaven 

The  warrior  torn  from  weeping  spouse — 
How  with   high  courage  and   heart  of  gold   he's 
striven — 
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Envious,  to  Death  the  poet  bows. 
So  Dirce's  Swan  soars  up  on  mighty  pinion 

By  some  strong  wind  upborn  and  free 
When  he  would  penetrate  the  clouds'  dominion  ; 

I,  like  the  honey-gathering  bee 
Who  with  enormous  toil  seeks  fragrant  thyme 

'Mid  fertile  Tibur's  verdant  plains, 
Poor  poetaster,  tar  from  the  sublime, 

Elaborate  my  humble  strains. 
But  you  will  strike  a  more  ambitious  lyre. 

When  Caesar  to  the  shrine  of  Jove 
Shall  lead  Sigambrian  captives,  hearts  afire, 

Crowned  with  the  bay  for  which  he  strove. — 
He  is  the  greatest  gift  vouchsafed  to  Earth 

By  grace  of  God  and  Fate's  decreeing  ; 
Nought  can  be  greater,  tho'  the  years'  new  birth 

Restore  the  Golden  Age  to  being. — 
And  you  will  sing  our  public  holiday 

To  greet  our  Caesar,  safe  before  us. 
The  Law-courts  closed,  the  litigants  at  play. 

My  puny  voice  will  swell  the  chorus. 
With  all  my  power,  if  ought  that  1  can  sing 

Is  worth  a  listener's  ear,  I'll  raise 
In  joy  of  his  return  my  thanksgiving  ; 

"  Oh  !    happiest  of  happy  days." 
And,  as  you  lead  the  festive  pageantry, 

"  lo  Triumpe  !"  we  will  cry, 
"  lo  Triumpe  !"  and  will  pay  good  fee 

Of  incense  to  the  Gods  on  high. 
Ten  bulls,  as  many  heifers  will  release 
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You  from  your  vow,  and  I  will  slay 
A  tender  calf,  who  in  lush  meadow's  peace 

Grows  up,  new-weaned,  that  he  may  pay 
My  debt  :   he's  tawny,  with  a  spot  or  so 

Of  white  ;  his  horns,  in  crescent  wise 
Curving,  recall  the  moon  when  the  bright  bow 

Of  her  third  night  illumes  the  skies. 


HORACE,  IV.  3. 

Thy  vassal,  Melpomene  sovran  ! 

Who  has  basked  in  the  light  of  thy  face 
At  his  birth,  needs  no  Isthmian  laurel. 

No  prize  of  the  chariot  race, 
No  Delian  crown  to  ennoble. 

No  triumph  or  glory  of  war, 
He  treads  no  proud  chieftains  beneath  him, 

He  rides  in  no  conqueror's  car. 
But  Tibur  with  myriad  leafage. 

Where  Anio  wimples  along. 
Shall  deck  him  with  Poesy's  chaplet, 

The  lord  of  ^^iolian  song. 
For  the  sons  of  Rome,  mistress  of  cities, 

Rank  mc  in  the  bards'  kindly  choir. 
Where  jealousy's  tooth  cannot  reach  me. 

And  thou,  who  at  will  canst  inspire 
Dumb  fish  with  the  swans'  sweetest  music, 

Who  swcepest  the  strings  of  the  lyre — 
Thine  only  the  gift,  that  all  fingers 

Point  to  me  as  Rome's  minstrel  of  fame  ; 
Thou  alone  givest  life  to  my  singing, 

I  charm,  if  I  charm,  in  thy  name. 
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Believe  it  not  ;  those  songs  of  mine,  which  I, 
Born  by  the  far-heard  roar  of  Aufidus, 

Fashion  with  arts  unhackneyed,  shall  not  die  ; 
They  shall  be  wed  to  lyres  melodious. 

What  tho'  Maeonian  Homer's  first  by  far — 
Pindar  still  lives,  and  sad  Simonides, 

Still  our  Alcaeus  sounds  the  trump  of  war, 
Stesichorus'  solemn  dirges  still  can  please  : 

Time  has  not  hushed  Anacreon's  merry  strain  ; 

T^olian  Sappho — still  her  music  rings  ; 
E'en  now  her  lyre  breathes  forth  Love's  pleasant 
pain. 

The  fires  of  I.ove  are  smouldering  on  her  strings. 

Helen  was  not  the  only  wife  of  old 

Whose  heart  was  kindled  by  a  lover's  face, 

His  ordered  locks,  his  vesture's  broidered  gold. 
His  retinue  and  all  his  princely  grace. 

Teucer  was  not  the  first  of  archers  skilled 
To  aim  an  arrow  from  a  Cretan  bow  ; 

Not  once  alone  Troy's  doom  has  been  fulfilled  : 
Idomeneus  and  Sthenelus  we  know, 
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But  others  too — their  prowess,  all  unknown, 
Deserved  the  Poet's  song  ;  those  men  of  might, 

DeYphobus  and  Hector,  not  alone 

For  wives  and  children  faced  the  perilous  fight. 

Before  high  Agamemnon  led  the  host, 

Full  many  a  warrior  lived — and  met  his  doom. 

All  lie  unwept,  with  never  a  bard  to  boast 
Their  deeds,  forgotten  in  eternal  gloom. 

If  sloth  shall  pass  unnoticed,  or  the  strife 

Of  the    brave    man,    unsung,    what    difference 
there  ? 

But,  Lollius,  I  will  sing  your  strenuous  life  ; 
Sickly  Oblivion  shall  not  overbear 

Your  fame.    Oh  !  steadfast  in  adversity. 
As  in  success  ;  discreet  and  prudent  soul. 

Stern  to  chastise  fraud  and  cupidity  ; 

Gold,  the  great  magnet,  never  can  control 

Your  passions.     You  have  held  the  Consul's  sway 
For  one  brief  year,  but  you  arc  Consul  still 

While  you  in  judgment-seat  from  day  to  day 
With  loyal  purpose  and  unswerving  will 

Set  up,  above  the  expedient,  the  right, 

And  with  high  scornful  brow  reject  the  bribes 

That  guilt  will  proffer,  and  in  victorious  fight 
Scatter  and  rout  envy's  opposing  tribes. 
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Who  is  the  happy  man  ?     Not  he  whose  store 
Is  mighty.      Happiness  in  truer  guise 

Is  his  who  has  learnt  with  a  diviner  lore 

To  use  the  gifts  of  Heaven  in  prudent  wise  : 

Who  faces  Poverty  and  flouts  her  power, 

Who    shrinks    from    shame,    but    not    from 
imminent  death  ; 

Who  fears  not,  if  need  be,  in  danger's  hour 
For  friends  or  country  to  yield  up  his  breath. 


HORACE,  IV.   II. 

I  HAVE  a  cask  ot  Alban,  nine  years  old, 

Phyllis,  my  fair. 
Parsley,  good  store,  and  ivy's  clinging  told 

Which  suits  your  hair. 

My  home's  asmile  with  silver  ;  decked  with  flowers 

The  altar  waits 
For  the  lamb's  life-blood  ;   thro'  the  busy  hours, 

Within  my  gates 

Maidens  and  youths,  in  wild  confusion  blent, 

Haste  to  and  fro  ; 
Up  dart  the  flames,  their  crests  with  smoke  be- 
sprent, 

From  hearth  below. 

I'll  tell  you  why  I'm  keeping  holiday  : 

'Tis  April's  Ides, 
Sacred  to  sea-born  Venus,  and  to-day 
The  month  divides  ; 

Nay,  my  Maecenas  from  this  blessed  morn 

Counts  his  full  years  ; 
No  holier  the  day  when  I  was  born 

To  mc  appears. 
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My  Phyllis,  mark  !   the  youth  you  now  pursue 

Is  not  your  mate  ; 
A  wealthier  and  a  bolder  girl  than  you 

Has  sealed  his  fate  ; 

He  hugs  his  chains  ;  remember  Phaethon, 

—Soar  not  too  high — 
And  Pegasus,  who  hurled  Bellerophon 

From  heights  of  sky. 

Seek  only  what  you  merit  ;  think  it  sin 

If  fancy  roves  ; 
Mate  with  your  peer  alone.     Come  now,  begin, 

Last  of  my  loves  ! 

— No  other  maid  henceforth  shall  fire  my  heart- 
Learn  you  this  lay. 

At  your  sweet  voice's  music,  cares  depart, 
Griefs  lose  their  sway. 
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Spring's  harbingers  are  here,  the  breezes 

That  fill  the  sail  and  blow  from  Thrace  ; 
The  sea  lies  calm  ;  the  frost  releases 

The  fields  ;  no  more  the  rivers  race 
Snow-fed  and  roaring  ;  now  the  swallow, 

Woefully  mourning  Itylus, 
Is  nesting,  Attic  bird  ill-fated. 
Who  long  ago  her  vengance  sated 
(A  deed  which  endless  shame  must  follow) 

On  that  wild  king  lascivious. 

Shepherds  at  watch  in  the  lush  meadows 

Delight  their  God  with  melody. 
Who  loves  sleek  sheep,  who  loves  the  shadows 

That  veil  the  hills  of  Arcady. 
Vergil,  it  is  the  thirsty  season. 

But  if  you  crave  to  drain  the  wine 

P^xprcssed  from  grapes  of  Calcs'  growing, 
I'Vicnd  of  my  friends  of  noble  showing, 
Then  bring  with  you,  a  right  good  reason. 

Sweet  unguents,  when  you  come  to  dine. 

A  tiny  box  will  soon  elicit 

A  cask,  which  now  Sulpicius  stores 
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In  cellars  deep  ;  'tis  worth  a  visit, 

For,  as  the  generous  liquor  pours, 
Cares  swim  away  and  bitter  sorrow  ; 
It  brings  new  hopes  of  what  may  be  ; 
So,  if  you  yearn  for  such  a  pleasure, 
Come,  come  at  once,  but  bring  your  treasure  ; 
This  wine  I'll  have  to  beg  or  borrow, 
I  can't  afford  to  give  it  free. 

Were  I  a  rich  man,  in  a  mansion, 

I'd  soak  you  in  this  glorious  juice. 
But,  it's  a  moment  for  expansion, 

Come  without  dallying  or  excuse  ! 
Leave  money-grubbing  and  be  jolly  ; 

Enjoy  the  moment,  while  you  may  : 
The  funeral-pyre  will  soon  be  burning 
For  you,  and  there'll  be  no  returning. 
With  wisdom  mix  a  grain  of  folly  ; 

At  proper  times  it 's  good  to  play. 
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